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Introduction 


Oriana and Pier Paolo, impossible friends by Alessandro 
Cannavo 


Oriana and Pasolini couldn't help but meet, smell each other, hang 
out. The journalist of great reports, meticulous and ferocious, 
writing teacher and champion of independence; and the writer-poet- 
director as mild as he was extreme in his visions, so as to be 
disconcerting, sometimes unsustainable in the eyes of the public 
opinion of his time. Two absolute personalities, so distant in the 
way they interpreted life and so close in the sacrificial passion with 
which they lived it: two corsair souls. 

This book puts together the pieces of a relationship that quickly 
transformed from a_ professional experience into a_ sincere 
friendship. A bond not full of stages but of intense episodes, 
revealing a surprising intimacy born from an _ instinctive 
understanding. Oriana's real friends were not usually the ones who 
appeared in her books and in her interviews. She, who had grilled 
first Hollywood actors and then the powerful of the Earth, showed a 
reluctance to talk about the people who were close to her. On 
Pasolini, as well as on Sofia Loren or Isabella Rossellini, there are no 
private notes or letters to discover. Yet the link with PPP is 
paradoxically and extraordinarily public, because after the brutal 
death of the writer Oriana throws herself headlong into 
investigating the dynamics of the assassination, not at all convinced 
that the horrendous crime among the huts on the Lazio coast was 
the work of only the boy of life Pino Pelosi, but that on the night 
between 1st and 2nd November 1975 an organized ambush had 
taken place, in which two other people had participated. 

In that November «L'Europeo», then led by Tommaso Giglio, 
carried out an extraordinary investigative work, accompanied by a 


profound analysis of the Pasolini character in relation to the society 
of his time. An investigation that soon expanded into a reflection on 
the conformism of Italian culture. On the journalistic side, Oriana 
put herself on the front line with the same courage as when she was 
on the Vietnamese front to document the American soldiers' 
offensive against the Viet Cong. Not accepting the accommodating 
version of the only murderer (underage) that the investigations 
reach, he manages to reconstruct a different dynamic with a witness 
who wishes to remain anonymous, a story later confirmed by 
another young man in an interview which is the result of a real 
pursuit by the collaborator Mauro Volterra to glean some key 
statements in Roman dialect. 

In both people contacted there is the fear of being discovered, of 
suffering the revenge of drug and prostitution bosses. These 
revelations aim to dismantle the official thesis, but provide Fallaci 
with a trial. She refuses to reveal the names of her sources for 
obvious reasons: she fears for their safety and appeals to the code of 
ethics of the journalists’ association. She is of no use, she suffers a 
sentence at first instance confirmed on appeal: four months in prison 
and the lack of solidarity from the journalistic world. But Oriana 
had taken that into account: in '75 it was already the superstar 
signature that caused a lot of envy. Rather, it is the environment of 
justice that outrages her. In 2005, thirty years after Pasolini's death, 
in an interview with «Stampa», Oriana says that the Pasolini case 
had opened «the path to my disesteem for journalism, the police, the 
law. Above all of the law, above all of the magistrates, of the 
judicial system and of those who administer it." 

Today almost everyone believes the hypothesis of a gang crime to 
be true. Time has essentially proven Oriana right, even if the only 
one to serve a sentence for Pasolini's death was Pelosi (a prison 
sentence reduced precisely due to his age at the time of the events). 
And it was precisely in 2005 that the condemned man decided to 
confirm the now commonly accepted version. Pelosi said that in the 
meantime the protagonists of the attack that night were now dead 
and he finally felt free to even declare his involvement in the crime. 


If he had confessed then, Pelosi said, it was only because he had 
been threatened with death by one of the real culprits. 


In the days immediately following the crime, Oriana paid homage to 
Pasolini on the pages of the «Europeo», in the form of a letter. The 
letter opened with harsh words, an uncompromising incipit that 
responded to the merciless judgment that Pasolini had sent her 
when Letter to an Unborn Child was published. Here's how he 
expressed himself: «I received your latest book. I hate you for 
writing this. I didn't get past the second page. I don't want to read it, 
ever. I don't want to know what's inside a woman's belly, 
motherhood disgusts me." 

Pasolini's closed attitude is surprising, this anger that seems 
dictated by an ancestral fear, by the rebellion of the unconscious. 
They are words that hurt but that Oriana thinks are addressed to 
himself, «to the death that you have always chased to put an end to 
the anger of having come into the world thanks to a swollen belly, 
two legs apart, an umbilical cord that winds through the blood ». 
Fallaci's image of Pasolini is that of a personality obsessed by sin, of 
a man who venerated only one woman, his mother, "like a Madonna 
impregnated by the Holy Spirit". Pasolini, in short, was a Christian 
atheist, to use the definition that Oriana invented for herself in her 
crusade against Islam following September 11th. He yearned for 
purity and chastity and was regularly attracted by casual and hustler 
sex, he was a lover of beauty and harmony and lost himself in the 
world of sordid slums in search of a pleasure that could at any 
moment turn into blind violence . And right here, according to 
Oriana, he was looking for salvation. 

She was attracted, fascinated - as a woman as well as a journalist - 
by this mixture of candor and perversion, of shyness and crudeness. 
Contradictions already present in Pasolini's compact and athletic 
physique, in that square and hollow face, like a boxer, an image that 
she clashed with her gentle voice and cultured thought. 

There was a first meeting between the two in '63, the year in 
which Pasolini made the documentary Comizi d'amore, an 
investigation into how Italians judge _ sex, prostitution, 


homosexuality, female emancipation . And Oriana _ speaks 
passionately about this last topic in the few fragments left from the 
editing of an interview conducted on the Lido of Venice in which 
she appears together with Camilla Cederna and Adele Cambria: «In 
the society in which we live, which is a society that clearly, 
shamelessly tends towards matriarchy... in countries more powerful 
than us, just think of America, just think of Russia, just think of Red 
China, women have an indisputable importance, they have wealth 
in their hands, power in their hands, they can do any job and can 
also behave sexually like men." 

This is how she presents herself, and it's a first spark. Which turns 
into "love at first sight" in New York in 1966, when Oriana paints an 
extraordinary portrait of Pasolini, again in the "Europeo": A Marxist 
in New York. PPP drinks Coca-Cola, he is seduced by non-conformist 
fashion, he is not interested in climbing the Empire State Building 
but rather prefers to spend his time observing the homeless, the 
derelicts, the places of pain or perdition in New York. «The most 
important aspect of this city is poverty [...]. The same type of 
poverty you find in Calcutta, Bombay, Casablanca » he said with a 
provocative spirit. 

Oriana immediately grasped its authenticity and with the flair of a 
thoroughbred journalist she didn't let it slip away. Pasolini sees a 
young, desperate, idealistic America, the theater of a true 
revolutionary moment: nothing other than China or Russia, 
countries where socialism has failed, or Italy or France, where the 
communist is nothing but "an empty man" . And he remains 
enchanted by the coexistence, without clashes, of demonstrations 
for and against the war in Vietnam. A lexicon of coexistence devoid 
of ideology that makes him exclaim: "This is the most beautiful 
thing I have seen in my life." 

These statements are enough to understand what an 
uncomfortable, surprising and out of the ordinary intellectual he 
was. But then in the evening it was time for sex, for trips to the 
Bowery, to the port, to Harlem: the global underclass, the scenarios 
that combined life, violence, truth... 


"You'll have your throat cut, Pier Paolo," Fallaci told him. It was a 
ritual for Pasolini, wherever he was in the world, whoever he was 
with. In Rio de Janeiro, at the beginning of the Seventies, Oriana 
and Pier Paolo met again for a couple of weeks. She is with her 
great love of the time, Francois Pelou, correspondent for the France 
Presse, known in Vietnam and protagonist of the book Nothing and 
so be it. To follow him to Brazil, where he had been transferred, 
Oriana changes the scenarios of her reportage: for a while she will 
deal with South America. She can afford it and for once love comes 
before anything else. Pasolini arrives in Rio with Maria Callas, who 
had chosen to interpret her Medea while rejecting other projects by 
great directors. Some newspapers wrote that Pasolini and Callas 
were lovers, fueling a gravure gossip based on a ridiculous 
falsehood. Maria was actually hurt by Onassis' abandonment and 
traveled with Pasolini also to forget. They had already spent a 
month's holiday together in the Greek islands. A very close bond 
had been established between the two, they confessed their 
melancholy to each other. She had to accept the reality of his 
impossible love for her, after having revealed his homosexuality to 
her he dedicated poetic verses to her: «This shadow that has fallen 
on you / that I feel speaking to you unfairly...». 

In Rio the two couples met on the beach of Copacabana or 
Ipanema, Maria was dozing, Oriana and Francois spoke with Pier 
Paolo about the torture perpetrated by the Brazilian police on 
political opponents, he seemed distracted, and this did not escape 
Fallaci who blurted out accusing him of being a hypocrite about his 
socio-cultural battles, one of the many maitre a penser who discuss 
injustices to feed their ego. But Pier Paolo was in another dimension 
and finally replied by talking about Jesus and Saint Francis. 
Director's visions, perhaps insights for some professional project. 

Certainly in Fallaci's description, Pasolini seems cloaked in a 
divine light. But the spell lasts a moment. As Pelou still remembers 
today, "at a certain point in the afternoon he would disappear in 
search of kids, we would take an abandoned Maria back to the 
hotel, before returning to work". Scenes of desperate loneliness. 
Fallaci did not have great sympathy for homosexuals, she was 


annoyed by certain attitudes and rituals typical of a world that 
America would later define and globalize with the gay meaning. But 
there was nothing gay in Pasolini's world. There were rather risks 
and sometimes squalor. Today he would probably have been against 
same-sex marriages and the adoption of children or their conception 
in a test tube, in short, that bourgeoisisation and standardization of 
a different nature, of a condition that goes against the reassuring 
rules of society. «But what do they want? Let them take their 
condition on their shoulders, live their choices with pride and 
courage with the sacrifices that follow from them" said Oriana, who 
proudly flaunted her painful choice of independence and personal 
sacrifices in the name of her books, "my children ". 

Pasolini perhaps would have agreed with her, immersed as he was 
in a tragic dimension, even if often enriched by a playful spirit. In 
her open-hearted letter, Oriana says that «eating with you was 
always a celebration, because eating with you never got boring. [...] 
Leaving you after dinner, however, was heartbreaking. Because we 
knew where you were going, every time. And, every time, it was 
like seeing you run into a date with death. [...] And I hated you 
when you drove away in that car with which the three thugs would 
have crushed your heart. I cursed you. But then the hatred pushed 
itself into mad admiration, and I exclaimed: “What a brave man!”. 
I'm not talking about your moral courage [...]. I'm talking about 
your physical courage." And she recognizes the guts of the Christians 
who, insulted and mocked, enter the Colosseum to be torn to pieces 
by lions. Courage without calculation was also the human 
characteristic of Alessandro Panagulis, the love-obsession of Oriana, 
the hero of the war against dictatorships, the romantic spirit that 
encapsulates his ideals in the experience of prison and torture. 

Oriana asked Pasolini for the prefaces to the two collections of 
poems written by Alekos in the Boiati prison. Pier Paolo accepted 
generously, but the judgment on the verses (which, as Oriana 
recalls, he wanted to check one by one in the translation with the 
Greek text alongside) was never indulgent, rather severe, at times 
pedantic in the analysis of the compositions. Pasolini writes about a 
style rich in anaphoras and asyndetes, in apodictic rhetorical forms. 


But then here is the revealing reflection, like a dazzling light: «The 
horrendous artificiality through which Panagulis achieved the 
authenticity of the figure of a poet. The frightening way in which 
this healthy, intact, vital man, given to action and laughter, was 
forced to transform himself into someone "different" - with all the 
degradation and unhappy introversion that this entails. Panagulis 
was transformed into a poet through torture. The literature that was 
purely rhetorical in him was transformed by torture into authentic 
literature, that is, capable of poetry [...]. Naturally, the great poetry 
of Panagulis is that which was expressed through his action, or, 
rather, through his body. With his body as an instrument, he wrote 
poems that were not only perfect, but very high. However, this is 
what history says, not the history of literature. And I can say it too, 
a forcibly cynical critic, who also knows and wants to recognize the 
reality (expressive to the point of poetry) of the "writing" or "word" 
of the body". 

Oriana and Pier Paolo also frequented each other in Rome, she 
with Panagulis, he often with Ninetto Davoli. But the final chapter 
was knocking at the door. With his massacred and mangled body, it 
would have been Pasolini who gave a clear meaning to life and 
death, to destiny and pity. «There was no one else in Italy capable of 
revealing the truth as you revealed it» Oriana writes with anger and 
regret. It's not just a pain full of love, it's a tribute to a real man. A 
man. 


Pasolini, an inconvenient man 


Editor's Note 


In November 1975, Oriana Fallaci returned from the global success 
of Letter to a Child Never Born. The book, the visceral monologue of 
a woman who imagines speaking to the creature she is carrying in 
her womb, also reaches the hands of Pasolini who, as Alessandro 
Cannavo recalls in his introduction, writes Fallaci a ferocious letter 
in which he categorically distances himself from text and the idea 
behind it. 

It is one of the many clashes in the decades-long relationship 
between the two writers, most likely the most violent. Yet their 
relationship had known moments of great serenity, as evidenced by 
the long account of their American meeting that Oriana summarized 
in A Marxist in New York, an article that originally appeared in 
1966 in the «Europeo» and which we propose again at the beginning 
of this volume. And in 1974, a year before his death, Pasolini began 
to frequent Fallaci and her then companion, the Greek revolutionary 
Alekos Panagulis, with a certain assiduity, with the intention of 
helping the latter to collect and translate into Italian his poetic 
production. Precisely for this reason his sudden passing will leave an 
indelible mark on Oriana. As she herself recalled in a 2005 
interview: 


I experienced Pasolini's death very intensely because he was a friend. He had written 
a beautiful preface to a book by Alekos Panagulis, a book of poems, I write to you 


from a prison in Greece. 


In the aftermath of the brutal murder of November 2, 1975, Oriana - 
who was then in the midst of her work as a journalist - jumped into 
the case, dissatisfied with the hasty and incomplete investigations 


conducted by the authorities, who in her opinion were interested in 
quickly closing the case, labeling it as a sordid act of blood in the 
environment of homosexual prostitution. According to the official 
reconstruction, in fact, Pasolini tried to rape seventeen-year-old Pino 
Pelosi who, in self-defense, picked up a stick and a board split in 
two with which he brutally beat his attacker; then, in a panic, he 
fled in Pasolini's car, running over the writer's body lying on the 
ground twice, killing him. 

This version of events immediately shows a long list of 
inconsistencies: Pasolini was an athletic man, and a boy like Pelosi 
would never have been able to get the better of him, much less with 
the weapons found by the authorities, rotten wood and substantially 
incompatible with the serious and deep injuries found on Pasolini's 
corpse. 

A more realistic picture immediately forms in Oriana's mind, 
which can be summarized in two key points: Pelosi was not alone 
and the murder weapons are not those that appear in the minutes. 

On 14 November 1975, «L'Europeo» published Lettera a Pier 
Paolo, an intense personal memory of Fallaci, but what captured the 
readers’ attention was another article of hers, much shorter, which 
appeared in the same issue of the weekly . It's called Killed by Two 
Motorcyclists? In a few lines Oriana summarizes the result of her 
research and inaugurates a real counter-investigation which in the 
following months involves her and other colleagues of the 
"European", overturning and denying the conclusions provided by 
the authorities. 

Oriana claims to have identified an eyewitness - whose anonymity 
she will protect until his death - the source of a reconstruction 
which to date, with the exception of a few small contestable details, 
remains the most plausible: Pelosi was only a decoy, necessary to 
conduct Pasolini in an isolated place where he found at least two 
attackers waiting for him. 

Pelosi would have turned himself in voluntarily to protect other 
people, convinced that his minor age and the hypothesis of self- 
defense would have guaranteed him a derisory sentence. 


The article, concise and direct, demolishes the seventeen-year- 
old's self-incrimination and has an incredible impact. Still in the 
same issue, «L'Europeo» increases the dose by publishing an article 
by Duilio Pallottelli, in which the journalist and photojournalist 
focuses — as Fallaci had already suggested — on a detail that will 
prove crucial: the ring that Pelosi says that they had lost it and that 
the authorities found at the crime scene. 


Giuseppe Pelosi wore a strange ring on his little finger. It is a very common type of 
ring among American soldiers, it can be bought in PX, that is, in American army 
stores, and has the insignia of the United States Army engraved on it. [...] But the 
mysterious part regarding the unusual object is that of its discovery. At the time of 
the arrest the boy told the Ostia police: "I lost the ring in the car, let me look for it." 
They search the car, all together, but there is no trace of the ring. The object was 
found a few hours later by the police next to the body of Pier Paolo Pasolini: almost 
under one arm of the corpse. Now, losing a ring in a fight is almost impossible. Even 
in the most ferocious fights. A ring doesn't just slip off your hand, you have to do it 
intentionally. But, if Giuseppe Pelosi took off his ring intentionally, for a reason we 
don't yet know, why did he complain as soon as he was arrested that he had lost the 


very object that would have definitively nailed him to his responsibilities? 


The following week, 21 November 1975, «L'Europeo» returned to 
covering the Pasolini crime. The director, Tommaso Giglio, faces 
head-on the reactions of the Italian press to Killed by two 
motorcyclists?: an almost unanimous chorus of defamations and 
accusations against Oriana and her colleagues, who according to 
most are guilty of having invented everything in order to unleash a 
fuss and sell a few extra copies by marching over Pasolini's corpse. 


But have you read most of the Italian newspapers these days? One more step and they 
would have attributed the crime to Oriana Fallaci and the «Europeo». There were 
those who asked for an immediate conviction for perjury, those who published the 
completely invented news that Oriana Fallaci refused to appear before the judges, 
those who wondered why the director of this newspaper did not call Oriana Fallaci to 
account for her serious crimes . A painful, squalid spectacle of a journalism once 


again anxious to demonstrate how deep its greed for servility in the face of power is. 


Because this, in the essence of things, was the basic accusation made against us: we 
had questioned the word of the Authority. We had dared to suspect that not 
everything was accurate and definitive in the version provided by your Majesty, the 
Commissioner of Public Security. Indeed, we had come to doubt the quality of the 


Police Headquarters. 


Oriana gives little weight to the accusations. She is more interested 
in carrying forward the counter-investigation of the "European", to 
which she contributes with two other long articles, both present in 
this book. In the first - It was a massacre — you reconstruct your 
colleague Mauro Volterra's attempt to gather further details about 
that fateful night by interviewing an anonymous Roman "boy of 
life". The "boy-who-knows", as Fallaci dubs him, doesn't want to talk 
and fears for his life. Among a thousand hesitations, you admit that 
you saw Pelosi getting into the car with Pasolini on the night of 
November 1st and you confirm the reconstruction that appeared in 
Killed by two motorcyclists? seven days earlier. In the second article 
— The mysterious witness — Oriana reiterates her duty (moral, even 
before professional) to protect the anonymity of her sources, she 
accuses the authorities of having sidetracked the investigations and 
invites anyone who knows to speak. 

These are the last two articles that Fallaci dedicates to the issue, 
but her colleagues at the «Europeo» will continue their research 
following the path that she first followed. 

In the same issue of the «Europeo», Paolo Berti and Mario 
Biascicucci identify the weak points in Pelosi's confession, and focus 
again on the question of the ring. As Pallottelli had already 
reported, the boy had told one of the carabinieri who was 
questioning him: 


“Marshal, I feel like smoking, please send me to get the cigarettes I left in the car and, 
while we're at it, let them see if they find my ring, a big ring that says United States 
of America.” [And instead] the writing on the ring is United States Army. Its 
particularity, the one that can make it interesting to a boy of that type, is precisely in 
the fact of being a "military" object. If Pelosi is so fond of the object, if he knows it so 


well, how can he go wrong? 


The article by Berti and Menicucci is accompanied by a sheet in 
which Gian Carlo Mazzini lists the six errors of the police which, in 
extreme summary, are: not having protected the crime scene (while 
the first findings were being made, there were simple onlookers who 
walked undisturbed near the body), not having accurately collected 
and mapped the findings, not having carefully guarded Pasolini's car 
(handed over to forensics after having remained outdoors and 
within reach of anyone for a good four days), having returned to the 
scene of the crime only the following day, by which time most of 
the traces had been erased, not having immediately questioned the 
inhabitants of the area or those who usually frequent it and, finally, 
never having summoned the coroner to the scene. More than a 
series of innocent oversights, Mazzini sees the outlines of a 
deliberate attempt at misdirection. 

On 5 December, Mario Biascicucci updated the readers of the 
«Europeo» on a drastic change of direction in the conduct of the 
investigations, suggesting that evidently someone must have 
understood that the lead followed by the weekly is anything but 
unfounded. 


«L'Europeo» was right: the investigations into Pasolini's death were hasty, one-way, 
late and full of gaps. So much so that the general prosecutor of the Court of Appeal of 
Rome, Walter del Giudice, took them away from the deputy prosecutor of the juvenile 
court, Salvatore Giunta. Now one of Del Giudice's deputies, Dr. Guido Guasco, will 
take care of it. New expert reports have already been requested, new witnesses will 
finally be heard. [...] Why did the deputy prosecutor of the juvenile court pretend not 
to take into account the contribution to the search for truth offered by our 
newspaper? Many have wondered this. It seems clear that, on the eve of deciding on 
the recall, the attorney general also asked the deputy Salvatore Giunta. And rather 
than asking him why, he asked him why. Why else would judge Salvatore Giunta 
have tried to summon Oriana Fallaci by telephone at midnight last Thursday, 
November 20th (where she wasn't) to Milan (where she wasn't) to invite her to Rome 


the next morning for an "informal" interview »? 


Meanwhile, inconsistencies continue to emerge from Pelosi's 
confession which, on December 19, Adriano Botta collected in one 


of his articles. What makes us think most is that the boy says not 
only that he doesn't know Pasolini personally, but that he even 
ignores him as a public figure. Yet - during the first interrogation - 
he refers to him as "Paolo", a colloquial form that disappears during 
the second interrogation, when Pasolini becomes "That gentleman", 
"That guy", "That man" and, finally, "That man". sadistic". The fact 
that Pelosi has no idea who he killed is made even more unlikely by 
one circumstance: when on November 2 Pino is put in a cell 
together with some of his peers, the accusation concerning him is 
simply that of car theft . The boy, in fact, had been stopped behind 
the wheel of Pasolini's car. Yet, in front of his cellmates, Pelosi lets 
out a confession: "I killed Pasolini." Before Judge Guasco, who was 
entrusted with the investigation just two weeks before Botta's 
analysis, Pelosi finally admits that she knows very well who her 
victim was and confirms that she confided it to her cellmates (boys 
of whom Guasco identifies identities as well). 

The turning point in the investigations favored by the arrival of 
the new judge encouraged the journalists of the «Europeo» to persist 
and, on 6 February 1976, Salvatore Giannella, in collaboration with 
Mazzini and Volterra, added a piece to the mosaic. The starting 
point, as always, is Pelosi's ring. Who gave it to him? A new name 
emerges from the investigations, that of Giuseppe Mastini, known as 
Johnny. 


We now know that the ring was given to Pelosi by a certain Johnny. We know now 
that a Johnny exists. It is the nickname of Giuseppe Mastini, confessed to another 
crime, recently committed in Rome, which presents extraordinary and sinister 
analogies with the murder of Pier Paolo Pasolini. [...] Johnny denies being a friend of 
Pelosi: «I only met him in prison some time ago». And Judge Giunta, the same one 
who started the investigation into the Pasolini murder, accepts this denial. In a 
telephone conversation, which took place on Saturday morning 24 January, 
immediately after having interrogated Giuseppe Mastini, known as Johnny, the judge 
declared to me: «No Johnny exists in Pino Pelosi's interrogations». It is not true. He 
exists. Perhaps Doctor Giunta doesn't know that it exists. But he exists. And we tell 
him where: in the report of the Ostia carabinieri who first questioned Pino Pelosi on 


Sunday 2 November 1975, after he had been arrested. Minute drawn up by deputy 


brigadier Luigi Vitale and typed by the officer Antonino Cuzzupé. Here is the point 
that interests us. CC question: «Who gave you the ring?». Pelosi's response: "Johnny." 
CC question: «Johnny who?». Pelosi's response: «I don't know, he's someone I call 
Johnny. I know him as Johnny and that's it." Pelosi would never say it again. [...] Yet 
in the preliminary documents there is mention of a «Jonni» (sic). It is discussed, 
exactly, in the letter found on pages 291-292 sent from Rome on 11-27-1975 and 
signed by «er Braciola» [...]. Before Pasolini's murder, that is, from 16 September to 
31 October, Johnny was detained in the Casal del Marmo juvenile prison for one of 
his usual thefts. And, in Casal del Marmo, in those days, he saw again (met for the 
first time, he says) Pino Pelosi: arrested for the theft of a scooter. For the record, let 
us remember that Pasolini's murder was committed on the night between November 
1st and 2nd. And that was shortly after Johnny had been released. He was arrested 
again on November 6, five days after Pasolini's murder. Again for theft. And, again, 
he goes back to juvenile detention where he sees Pelosi again. It seems inconceivable 
that none of the investigators took into account or remembered that in the report 
drawn up by the police, Pelosi spoke of a Johnny from whom he allegedly got the 
ring. Nobody questions Johnny about his relationship with Pelosi. Nobody is 
interested in the four days that the two boys spend, practically together, in Casal del 


Marmo. 


And in addition to Johnny, «er Braciola», Giuseppe Borsellino 
(fifteen years old at the time of the events), and his brother Franco 
(thirteen years old) appear. Immediately after the crime, these two 
small criminals from Tiburtino III are approached by a curious 
individual: he has a scruffy, hippie-like appearance or - as the 
brothers call him - a "bum", a "gypsy". The man, with tact and great 
discretion, manages to extract many details from the two about the 
night of November Ist, this is because the brothers have no idea 
that they are actually talking to Marshal Renzo Sansone, an 
undercover carabiniere. As Giannella recounts in her article of 
February 27, the boys confess to the fake hippie that: 


1) that evening Pelosi had warned them that she had to go with Pasolini, she had an 
appointment; 2) Pelosi got into the Giulia GT [Pasolini's car, Ed.] and they moved 
from the gardens in front of the bar, near Termini station, with a Benelli 125 
motorbike. They added that there was a third person with them, a blond boy, whose 


name they haven't mentioned so far; 3) with the motorbike they followed Pasolini's 
car to the restaurant, then to the Idroscalo and there, hidden behind a shack, they 
witnessed the relationship between Pelosi and Pasolini; 4) they then told the "gypsy" 
that from their hiding place they noticed that the director was asking their friend for 
unusual sexual services. They saw that the two had started arguing in the clearing. At 
this point they came out to help Pelosi. They took some wooden planks that they 
found on the ground and attacked Pasolini; 5) when they realized that Pasolini was 
now motionless on the ground, they got back on the motorbike and set off again, 


leaving Pelosi alone. 


The reconstruction of the two brothers seems to fully reflect that 
provided almost three months earlier by Fallaci in her Killed by two 
motorcyclists?, but the further and definitive confirmation of the 
veracity of that version came a few months later, on 26 April 1976, 
when the judge of the juvenile court Alfredo Carlo Moro issues the 
first degree sentence in the trial of Pino Pelosi. Before pronouncing 
the sentence of almost ten years in prison, Moro declares: 


The lack of a precise ascertainment of the cause of the crime cannot lead to the 
exclusion of liability. [...] In reality, various hypotheses can be made: that they 
wanted to rob Pasolini, that they wanted to teach him a lesson for a previous 
"disgrace", that they wanted to protect Pelosi in his first experiences and that a 
"protector" was watching over him. [...] However, the fact remains that the abundant 
positive evidence - and the absolute unreliability of the version of events given by 
Pelosi - give the reassuring certainty that at least two people first attacked and then 


voluntarily killed Pasolini, for reasons that are not known could ascertain. 


The sentence, as Lanfranco Vaccari will explain a few days later in 
the «Europeo», fully embraces the line always supported by the 
weekly during its long counter-investigation, admitting the 
«voluntariness of the murder and the plurality of the perpetrators». 
And it faithfully reflects the words written by Fallaci in her articles 
of November 1975 and reiterated for over thirty years on various 
occasions: an intense series of declarations that we have collected 
and contextualized in our appendix to this book. 


Judge Moro's decision, however, was partially denied on appeal 
(4 December 1976) and in cassation (26 April 1979): the accusation 
of voluntary homicide remained, but any reference to other 
attackers disappeared. For Italian justice, Pino Pelosi acted alone. 
Oriana Fallaci, on the other hand, has never stopped believing the 
opposite. 
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A Marxist to New York 


October 13, 1966 


Here he comes: small, fragile, consumed by his thousand desires, his 
thousand desperations, bitternesses, and dressed like a college boy. 
You know those quick, sporty guys who play baseball and make love 
in cars. Hazelnut pullover, with the leather pocket at heart level, 
hazelnut corduroy trousers, a little tight, suede shoes with rubber 
underneath. He doesn't really look the forty-four years old he is. To 
find them again, those forty-four years old, he must go towards the 
window where the light falls mercilessly on the face and slaps those 
shiny, painful eyes, those gaunt, withered cheeks, the skin stretched 
at the cheekbones until it reveals his skull. From tiredness, I 
suppose. The night runs away from invitations and goes only to the 
darkest streets of Harlem, Greenwich Village, Brooklyn, or to the 
port, to the bars where not even the police enter, looking for the 
dirty unhappy violent America that suits its problems , his tastes, 
and he returns to the hotel in Manhattan at dawn: with swollen 
eyelids, his body aching with the surprise of being alive. There are 
many of us who think that if he doesn't stop we will find him with a 
bullet in the heart or with his throat cut: but is he crazy for walking 
around New York like that? He's been in New York for ten days. He 
came for the film festival, they were showing two of his films. I'm 
really curious to know if this convinced Marxist, this angry 
Christian, in short Pasolini, likes America. Ten days are not enough 
to make a judgement, it's true, but Orson Welles once told me that 


to understand a country it takes ten days or ten years: on the 
eleventh day you get used to it and you no longer see anything. On 
the eleventh day, tomorrow, it starts again. That's why I asked him 
to come over for a drink. “Whiskey?” I ask him. "Beer? Cognac?" 
«Coca-Cola» he replies. The window opens along a street of 
skyscrapers, one next to the other, one after the other, from the East 
River to the Hudson. He turns your head looking at them, you feel 
trapped like a beast thirsty for greenery. Or silence. Hell enters 
through the half-open window: the grumbling of engines, the 
blaring of horns, the pounding of drilling machines, sirens. The city 
has turned on the radiators and the black dust even sticks to your 
eyelashes, making you blind. It's raining, it's one of those days when 
everything irritates you, denies you enthusiasm. But he drinks his 
Coca-Cola with gusto and suddenly exclaims: "I wish I was eighteen 
to live my whole life down here." 

«Down here?! In New York?" 

«It is a magical, overwhelming, beautiful city. One of those lucky 
cities that have grace. Like certain poets who write a beautiful poem 
every time they write a verse. I regret not having come here much 
earlier, twenty or thirty years ago, to stay. This had never happened 
to me while knowing a country. Except in Africa, perhaps. But I 
would like to go and stay in Africa so as not to kill myself. Africa is 
like a drug you take to avoid killing yourself, an escape. New York 
is not an escape: it is a commitment, a war. It gives you the desire to 
do, face, change: you like it like the things you like, well, at twenty 
years old. I understood it as soon as I arrived. I arrived from 
Montreal, by train. I got off at an enormous station drowned in 
darkness, an underground one. There were no porters and my 
suitcase was heavy. Yet I went as if it were light. I was moving 
towards a blinding light, at the end of the tunnel there was a 
blinding light, and when I was outside the city attacked me like an 
apparition. Jerusalem appearing in the eyes of the crusader. I didn't 
feel like a foreigner, I immediately learned to wander the streets as 
if I were born there: yet I didn't recognize her. Because no one has 
ever represented New York. Literature has not represented it: apart 
from the cartoons of Arcibaldo and Petronilla, only Ginsberg's 


poems exist about New York. Painting didn't represent it: there are 
no paintings of New York. The cinema didn't represent it because... I 
don't know. Maybe it's not cinematic. From afar it's like the 
Dolomites, too photogenic, too wonderful, and it's annoying. Up 
close, from inside, you can't see it: the lens is unable to contain the 
beginning and end of a skyscraper. But it's not just her physical 
beauty that matters. It's his youth. It is a city of young people, the 
least twilight city I have ever seen. And how elegant are the young 
people here.» 

«Elegant?» 

«They have fabulous taste: look at the way they are dressed. In 
the most sincere, most unconventional way possible. He doesn't care 
about petty-bourgeois or popular rules. Those flashy sweaters, those 
cheap jackets, those incredible colors. They don't dress up, they put 
on masks: like when you were little and wore your grandmother's 
cloak. And so disguised they leave, proud, aware of their elegance 
which is never a mythical or naive elegance. It makes you want to 
imitate them and maybe you imitate them because where can you 
dress like that? In Rome? In Milan? In Paris? I'm always afraid that 
people will turn around and look at me. I don't have any complexes 
here, I can leave dressed as I want, without anyone turning around 
and looking at me. Here, however, no one disturbs you with their 
curiosity. Yesterday on Forty-fifth I saw a man dying. He had a 
package in his hand: he stared at it and then threw it with such 
violence that the package broke. Who knows he was inside. 
Afterwards he leaned against the wall, put his head on his forearm, 
slipped slowly to the ground and remained there crying. Or rather 
to die. Without anyone stopping to look at him, not even to offer 
him a glass of water, or help. The previous evening, not far from the 
Metropolitan, I saw an old man lying on the pavement: covered with 
a blanket. Next to him was a boy, handsome, elegant as you say: 
perfect leather shoes, light socks, well-cut trousers, a fabulous 
sweater. The old man held the young man's hand on his chest and 
his face was white, already smoothed by death. People passed by 
and didn't stop, some laughed. But is this bad? Or is it not bad for us 
to stop and browse? It is not said that their silence is a lack of pity, 


perhaps it is a superior form of pity. The pity of not approaching, 
not snooping..." 


America is truly a femme fatale, it seduces everyone. I haven't yet 
met a communist who didn't lose his mind when he landed down 
here. They arrive full of hostility, preconceptions, perhaps contempt, 
and are immediately struck by Revelation, Grace. Everything goes 
well for him, he likes it: they leave again in love, with tears in their 
eyes. Yes or no, Pasolini? He shrugs, disdainful. 

«I am an independent Marxist, I have never asked to join the 
party, and I have been in love with America since I was a boy. Why, 
I don't really know. American literature, for example, I have never 
liked. I don't like Hemingway, nor Steinbeck, very little Faulkner: 
from Melville I jump to Allen Ginsberg. The American establishment 
has obviously never been able to reconcile itself with my Marxist 
beliefs. So? Cinema, perhaps. My entire youth was fascinated by 
American films, that is, by a violent, brutal America. But it is not 
this America that I have found: it is a young, desperate, idealistic 
America. There is a great pragmatism in them and at the same time 
such idealism. They are never cynical, skeptical, like we are. They 
are never indifferent, realists: they always live in dreams and must 
idealize everything. Even the rich, even those who have power in 
their hands. The true revolutionary moment of the whole Earth is 
not in China, it is not in Russia: it is in America. Do I explain 
myself? Go to Moscow, go to Prague, go to Budapest, and warn that 
the revolution has failed: socialism has put a class of leaders in 
power and the worker is not master of his own destiny. You go to 
France, to Italy, and you realize that the European communist is an 
empty man. Come to America and discover the most beautiful left 
that a Marxist can discover today. I met the young people of the 
SNCC, you know the students who go to the South to organize the 
blacks. They bring to mind the first Christians, there is in them the 
same absoluteness by which Christ said to the rich young man: "To 
come with me you must abandon everything, whoever loves father 
and mother hates me". They are neither communists nor anti- 
communists, they are mystics of democracy: their revolution 


consists in taking democracy to its extreme and almost crazy 
consequences. An idea came to me, getting to know them: to set my 
film about Saint Paul in America. I want to move the entire action 
from Rome to New York, placing it in the present day but without 
changing anything. Do I explain myself? Remaining very faithful to 
his letters. New York has many similarities with the ancient Rome of 
which St. Paul speaks. Corruption, clientele, the problem of blacks, 
drug addicts. And to all this Saint Paul gave a holy, that is 
scandalous, response, like the SNCC...". 

At seven he has an appointment with Herbert Blau, the theater 
director of Lincoln Center, who has invited him to dinner. There are 
no taxis to be found at this time so we go on foot. A thin, 
exasperating rain falls. But he walks without hearing it, or perhaps 
appreciating it, and repeats: «You see the houses of Arcibaldo and 
Petronilla, after all it's like being a child again». That sadness filled 
with a thousand bitterness has almost disappeared from his eyes. 


«The most important aspect of this city is poverty.» 

“Misery?! A New York?!” 

"Yes. The same type of misery, or poverty, found in former 
colonies that have recently become independent. The same kind of 
poverty you find in Calcutta, in Bombay, in Casablanca. Do I explain 
myself? Not economic misery, the misery of those who don't have 
anything to eat: psychological misery. That widespread dirt, that 
temporariness. The poorly asphalted roads that fill with mud when 
it rains. The black or brown walls, built hastily to be knocked down 
quickly. And never a polished corner, destined to last. There is also 
Park Avenue, we agree, there are the splendid glass skyscrapers: but 
those are the pyramids. Being here today is like being in Egypt 
when slaves built the pyramids. You know, it's not like the slaves in 
Egypt lived badly. Maybe they were happy, in desperation, and in 
the evening they went for a walk, drank... It has nothing to do with 
it. The important aspect remains this poverty of a former colony, of 
an underclass." 

«Underproletariat? In New York?" 


"Safe. There is in everyone the stigmata of the same sub- 
proletarian origin: at first glance you can't see the class difference. 
Like in Moscow when you walk thinking that they are all the same. 
Of course the difference exists but they don't realize it, we don't 
realize it. And do you know why? Because there is no class 
consciousness in them. For someone who comes from Italy the 
confusion is deeper than in Africa, in India. I mean that you enter 
Calcutta, Khartoum, and enter the heart of a race, of a social 
context: the working class, bourgeois, petty bourgeois, and each 
with its own consciousness of existing. You enter New York and 
what do you find? A firework of races assimilated and made 
analogous by the same system, from the same background: the 
underclass. Look at the American worker, this monstrous and 
fascinating mixture of the underclass and the petty bourgeoisie. The 
worker as such does not exist because the consciousness of the 
working class does not exist in him. A chasm. But wherever you 
look, in America, in a soul as in a street as in an environment, you 
look out onto a chasm. Almost as if you were leaning out of a 
skyscraper. Is this good, is this bad? I don't know, I feel confused. In 
Europe it would seem negative to me, not here. I admire the 
American revolutionary moment, obviously my heart is for the poor 
black or the poor Calabrian, and at the same time I feel respect for 
the establishment, the American system... I have to go back, I have 
to delve deeper.» 

The restaurant where we meet Herbert Blau is famous for its 
grilled lobsters. Dinner? Lobsters? Pasolini emerges like a 
sleepwalker from the maze of his confusions and orders a glass of 
milk, a fruit salad but without the oranges. He is afflicted by an 
ulcer, he should have surgery, he feeds like a baby. Talking about 
theatre, projects, Blau stares at him a little astonished: this 
revolutionary who feeds himself like a baby. They will say goodbye 
soon, mutually bored. Once the dinner was over, Blau accompanied 
him into Lincoln Center to see the rehearsals of a costume comedy. 
But Pasolini cares nothing about costume comedies, about the 
electronic apparatus that moves the scenes in a few seconds, turns 
the stage, raises the audience: in his world there is no place for such 


wonders. Just as there is no room for glass skyscrapers, Park 
Avenue, a rocket taking off, the surgical transplant of a living heart: 
the beautiful, clean, comfortable America that those who hope for 
paradise like. Like Rimbaud (or certain martyrs) he always wants to 
return to hell, to the neighborhoods where there is a risk of a 
gunshot to the heart, tragic and perhaps perverse encounters, 
punishment, Greenwich Village as Elsa Morante described it to him, 
Harlem as she described it to him. Saw it last night and it was a 
beautiful evening. They introduced him to a black trade unionist, of 
the extreme left, you know, those who do not accept the system of 
non-violence promoted by Martin Luther King, and are ready to kill. 
The trade unionist took him to the home of a worker who fell from 
the forty-sixth to the forty-second floor where he remained 
miraculously hanging by a thread. The worker was an old black 
man, lying in a bed and laughing happily, happily, and it was so 
touching. Suddenly he greets me, impatiently, with a light 
handshake, and goes away all alone in the dark. 


Today he is leaving and he has many things to do: first of all, to 
pose for a man who has insisted a lot and who he thinks is called 
Avalon. “Dick Avedon?” “Yes, something like that.” “Don't you 
know who Dick Avedon is?” “No, who is he?” «Perhaps the greatest 
photographer in America, undoubtedly one of the greatest in the 
world.» "Oh yes?" Avedon asked him to come to his studio around 
eleven but he was late because there was a tramp drunk since dawn 
on the stairs, and a tramp drunk since dawn is worth a hundred 
photographs of Avedon. 

She listened to him with maternal patience, sweetness, before 
leaving him she gave him I don't know how many dollars, and 
certainly now she looks with less interest at the immense snapshot 
that covers an entire wall of the Avedon studio: Charlie Chaplin 
portrayed as a demon, his index fingers and little fingers standing 
above the temples like horns or pitchforks. «I took it on the last day 
he spent in the United States» explains Avedon, «a few hours before 
the ship bound for Europe left. He came here and... »But Pasolini is 
more interested in the story than other photographs: this black boy, 


for example, who died of a beating after being attacked by the Ku 
Klux Klan. Or this mulatto who was elected to Parliament twice but 
never managed to get in because he is against the war in Vietnam. 
Or this Allen Ginsberg who poses naked, covered only by his beard 
and hair, and leads him to another declaration of love: «American 
intellectuals, you understand. Maybe they are full of contradictions; 
you meet a student of Morris who graduated on Petrarch's poetry, 
he discusses semiotics and then you meet two students who don't 
even know about Apollinaire or Rimbaud. “Which poets does he 
prefer?” they ask you. “Rimbaud” you reply. “Apollinaire, Machado, 
Kavafis.” They look at you blindly. Let them not know Kavafis, let's 
go. For Machado it is already serious, for Apollinaire it is absurd, for 
Rimbaud even scandalous. But they have such respect for the 
culture! A respect full of fear, humility: it is a great skill. He 
considers Italians: they are always masters of knowledge, even when 
they are ignorant. There is never a moment of shyness in Italians 
towards knowledge. A guy like Umberto Eco, for example. He knows 
all the knowledge and vomits it in your face with the most 
indifferent air: it's as if you were listening to a robot. An erudite 
American like Umberto Eco is a humble man, however, he never 
considers himself the master of his wisdom, he is almost frightened 
by his culture. This is right, I like it...". 

And meanwhile Avedon takes photos that I assume are intended 
for frivolous readers of «Vogue». What a scene, the one in the 
Village is worth it. 


He goes to the Village immediately afterwards to buy the trousers 
and jackets that he finds so elegant and that he will never wear in 
Rome: obsessed as he is by the complex of being recognised, 
criticized, looked at. He is especially attracted by a certain shirt 
which is the exact copy of those used in prisons. On the left breast 
pocket it says: "State Prison, Convict Number 3678." He is trying it 
out, seduced, when on the corner of Tenth Avenue he sees a 
demonstration in favor of the war in Vietnam. Men and women pass 
glumly with large signs where he is scrawled: "Bomb Hanoi’; 
someone has a badge that says: "Kill them all, those reds." And here 


a car arrives, two young men and a blonde girl in trousers get out. 
The girl has a guitar. She leans against the hood of the car, while 
the two young men stand on either side of her, and she begins to 
play something sad. Then, together, all three start a protest song. 
They will continue as long as the others continue to parade with 
their signs: and not a fight, not an insult, a gesture of hostility. 
Pasolini remains still staring at them, with his prisoner's shirt, his 
eyes are moist, good, when he whispers: «This is the most beautiful 
thing I have seen in my life. This is something I will not forget as 
long as I live. I have to come back, I have to stay here even if I'm no 
longer eighteen. How sorry I am to leave, I feel robbed. I feel like a 
child faced with a cake to eat, a cake with many layers, and the 
child doesn't know which layer he will like best, he only knows that 
he wants it, that he has to eat them all. One by one. And at the same 
moment he is about to bite into the cake, they take it away from 
him." 
It's a snapshot of a Marxist in New York. 


2 


Killed by two motorcyclists? 


November 14, 1975 


There is another version of Pasolini's death: a version that the police 
are probably already aware of but which they do not talk about in 
order to be able to conduct the investigation more comfortably. It is 
based on the testimonies that some inhabitants or frequenters of the 
shacks that stand around the open space where Pier Paolo Pasolini 
was killed have to offer. In particular, it is based on what was seen 
and heard for about half an hour by a Roman who was in one of 
those barracks for a love affair with a woman who is not his wife. 
Here's what he doesn't say, at least for now, but what he would have 
to say. 

Pasolini was not attacked and killed only by Giuseppe Pelosi but 
by him and two other thugs, who seem to be well known in the drug 
world. The two thugs had arrived on a motorcycle after midnight 
and entered together with Pasolini and Pelosi into a shack that the 
writer used to rent for one hundred thousand lire every time he 
went there. In fact, these are not miserable shacks as they appear on 
the outside: the external wooden planks surround real villas, 
equipped inside with normal toilets, running water, sometimes well 
furnished and even with carpet. The screams of a violent altercation 
began some time after the four were inside the shack. It wasn't 
Pasolini who shouted: "You pig, you ugly pig" but it was the three 
boys. 


At a certain point the door of the shack flew open and Pasolini 
came out running towards his car. He managed to reach it and was 
preparing to get on it when the two young men on the motorcycle 
grabbed him and pulled him out. Pasolini freed himself and started 
fleeing again. But the three were on him again and continued to hit 
him. This time he was with wooden planks and also with chains. 
Each of them was holding a tablet and the two biggest thugs were 
also holding chains. The terrified witness who refuses to tell the 
story to the police also says that, at a certain point, he saw the three 
young men face to face. 

It was around one in the morning and the shouts of the 
altercation continued, heard by everyone, for almost or about half 
an hour. She also saw that Pasolini was trying to defend himself. 
When Pasolini collapsed lifelessly, the two boys ran towards his car, 
got into it, and passed over the writer's body twice: while Giuseppe 
Pelosi remained watching. Then the two got out of the car, got on 
the motorcycle, and left while Giuseppe Pelosi shouted: "Now leave 
me alone, now leave me here." He continued to shout like that even 
after the two had moved away. Then, he in turn headed towards 
Pasolini's car, got in and ran away. 

The scene would have been seen not only by those who were in 
the "barracks" but also by a couple secluded in a car, not far away. 
And this version would resolve the doubts that everyone has raised 
up to now on the possibility that a robust and sporty man like 
Pasolini could be overwhelmed by a single person, or rather by a 
seventeen-year-old boy less strong than him. It should be underlined 
that the police initially said that skin residues had been found in 
Pasolini's nails. According to the version now provided, Pasolini 
desperately tried to defend himself. There are no signs of a struggle 
on the face and body of Giuseppe Pelosi. Such marks, or such 
scratches, should be found on the face or body of the other two 
thugs. Why doesn't Pelosi speak up and take full responsibility? 

Is he also linked to the world of drugs? Why did he himself put 
the police on the trail by saying that he had lost a ring that no one, 
until that moment, knew was his? Is it possible to lose a ring during 


a fight? Or was the ring thrown there on purpose, and Pelosi spoke, 
telling everything, and the police don't give us any news? 
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Letter to Pier Paolo 


November 14, 1975 


Somewhere, Pier Paolo, mixed with papers and newspapers and 
notes, I must have the letter you wrote to me a month ago. That 
cruel, merciless letter, where you beat me with the same violence 
with which they killed you. I carried it with me for two or three 
weeks, I took it halfway around the world to New York, then I put it 
I don't know where and I wonder if one day I'll find it again. I hope 
not. Seeing it again would hurt as much as it did when I read it and 
stood numbly staring at her words, hoping I could forget them. I 
haven't forgotten them, however. I can almost reconstruct them 
from memory of her. More or less, like this: «I received your latest 
book. I hate you for writing this. I didn't get past the second page. I 
don't want to read it, ever. I don't want to know what's inside a 
woman's belly. Motherhood disgusts me. Forgive me but I've carried 
that disgust with me since I was a child, when I was three years old 
I think, or maybe it was six, and I heard my mother whisper that...". 

You don't get married again. What do you respond, in writing, to 
a man who mourns his desperation at finding himself a man, his 
pain at being born from a woman's womb? It wasn't a letter 
addressed to me, after all, but to yourself, or rather, to the death 
that you had always chased to put an end to the anger of having 
come into the world thanks to a swollen belly, two legs spread 
apart, an umbilical cord that it winds through the blood. And how 
can you console yourself, calm yourself down, for such an 


inevitability? The words to console you with were in the book that 
you angrily rejected, the only way to appease you would have been 
to take you in his arms: love you as only a woman can love a man. 
But you have never allowed a woman to take you in her arms, love 
you. That womb of ours from which you emerged has always filled 
you with horror. Except for your mother whom you venerated as a 
Madonna impregnated by the Holy Spirit, forgetting that you too 
had been tied to an umbilical cord that winds in blood, we women 
physically instilled disgust in you. If you accepted us, it was out of 
pity. If you forgave us, it was by will. And in any case you never 
forgot the legend that blames us for having picked the apple and 
discovered the sin. You hated sin too much, sex which for you was 
sin. You loved purity too much, chastity which for you was 
salvation. And the less purity you found, the more you took revenge 
by seeking dirt, suffering, vulgarity: as a punishment. 

Like certain friars who flagellate themselves, you sought her 
precisely with sex which for you was a sin. The hateful sex of bad 
boys with faces devoid of intelligence (you who had the cult of 
intelligence), with bodies devoid of grace (you who had the cult of 
grace), with minds devoid of beauty (you who had the cult of 
beauty) . You immersed yourself in them, humiliated yourself, lost 
yourself: the more voluptuously the more infamous they were. You 
sang about them with your beautiful poems, your beautiful books, 
your beautiful films. You dreamed of being killed by them sooner or 
later to commit suicide. Am I bad for telling you this? Am I cruel 
too? Maybe, but it was you who taught me that you have to be 
sincere at the cost of seeming bad, honest at the cost of appearing 
cruel, and always courageous by saying what you believe in: even if 
it is uncomfortable, scandalous, dangerous. By writing you insulted, 
you hurt until it broke your heart. And I don't insult you by saying 
that it wasn't that seventeen year old who killed you: it was you 
who committed suicide using him. I don't hurt you by saying that I 
always knew that you called for death like others call for God, that 
you longed for your assassination like others long for Paradise. You 
were so religious, you who presented yourself as an atheist. You had 
such a need for the absolute, you who obsessed us with the word 


humanity. Only by ending up with a broken head and a torn body 
could you extinguish your anguish and satisfy your thirst for 
freedom. And it's not true that you hated violence. With your brain 
you condemned it, but with your soul you invoked it: as the only 
means to please and punish the devil that burned in you. It's not 
true that you cursed the pain. Instead, it served you like a scalpel to 
extract the angel within you. 

I noticed it from the first meeting, when we met in New York: ten 
years ago now. And that fact impressed me more than your 
exhilarating genius, your irritating culture, your unleashed 
imagination. You escaped every night into neighborhoods where not 
even the police dare enter armed. You never tired of challenging 
turpitude, touching the horrible, joining the male wrecks of drug 
addicts, inverts, drunkards. Whether you went to the Bowery or 
Harlem or the docks, you were always present where there was evil 
and danger. Rimbaud in comparison became a schoolgirl. How 
many times have I feared being told that they had found you with 
your throat cut or a bullet in your heart. One evening I confessed it 
to you. We were in front of Lincoln Center and you were looking for 
a taxi to go to a place you didn't want to admit. Due to impatience 
you appeared restless, you trembled. I muttered: "You'll have your 
throat cut, Pier Paolo." And you stared at me with bright, sad eyes 
(your eyes were always sad, even when you laughed), then you 
replied ironically: "Yes?". You remember, don't you, those days in 
New York. You came to my apartment, sat on the old sofa, asked for 
a Coca-Cola (I've never seen you drunk) and told me you loved New 
York because it was dirty, soulless. Of that extraordinary city you 
only saw the moral misery, of an ex-colony you said, of the 
underclass, and a poverty that you compared to the poverty of 
Calcutta, Casablanca, Bombay. One afternoon you exclaimed: «I'm 
sorry I didn't come here sooner, twenty or thirty years ago, to stay. 
It had never happened to me to fall in love with a country like this. 
Except in Africa, perhaps. But I would like to go and stay in Africa 
so as not to kill myself. Yes, Africa is like a drug you take to avoid 
killing yourself. New York, on the other hand, is a war that you face 
to kill yourself." 


You had come from Montreal by train. You had gotten off at an 
underground station and hadn't found a porter. With your suitcases 
crushing your arms you had walked through a tunnel, and at the 
end of the tunnel there was a blinding light. The city had attacked 
you with the glory of an apparition: Jerusalem appearing in the eyes 
of a crusader, you said. Instead, you saw the skyscrapers like the 
Dolomites, and I listened to you in fear: were you just a poet or also 
crazy? I had never thought that New York could be seen like 
Jerusalem and skyscrapers like the Dolomites. But you never wanted 
to go up to the top of those skyscrapers. How many times did I try 
to take you to the top floor of the Empire State Building! I promised 
you: "It's like climbing to the top of a mountain, the wind is clean up 
there." You always gave me an excuse: you weren't interested in 
clean wind. He was interested in the filthiness of Forty-second 
Street, with its hellish red lights and shops selling pornography. 
«Yesterday, on Forty-second Street, I saw a man dying. In his hand 
he had a package. He stared at it and then threw it to the ground in 
such anger that the package broke. Afterwards the man leaned 
against the wall, he slipped slowly to the ground and remained 
there: to die. Without anyone stopping to look at him, help him. Me 
neighter. But is this bad? Is it lack of mercy? Maybe it's a higher 
form of piety. You know, letting others die.” 


Prisoner No. 3678 


We immediately became friends, we impossible friends. That is, I 
am a normal woman and you are an abnormal man, at least 
according to the hypocritical canons of so-called civilization, I am in 
love with life and you are in love with death. I'm so tough and 
you're so sweet. There was a feminine sweetness in you, a feminine 
kindness. After all, your voice also had a feminine quality, and this 
was strange because your features were the features of a man: dry, 
ferocious. Yes, there was a hidden ferocity on your strong 
cheekbones, on your boxer nose, on your thin lips, a clandestine 
cruelty. And it was transmitted to your small, thin body, to your 


masculine, snappy gait, like a beast that jumps and bites. But when 
you spoke or smiled or moved your hands you became gentle like a 
woman, he became gentle like a woman. And I felt almost 
embarrassed to feel that mysterious transport for you. I thought: 
after all it's the same as feeling attracted to a woman. Like two 
women, not a man and a woman, we went to buy trousers for 
Ninetto, jackets for Ninetto, and you spoke of him as if he were your 
son: born from your womb, and not sown from your seed. Almost as 
if you were jealous of the motherhood that you reproached your 
mother, us women. For Ninetto, in a shop in the Village, you fell in 
love with a shirt that was the exact copy of the shirts used in Sing 
Sing. On the left breast pocket was written: “State Prison. Prisoner 
number 3678." You tried it by repeating: «Delicious, he will like it». 
Then we went out and on the street there was a procession in favor 
of the war in Vietnam, remember? Middle-aged guys held up signs 
that said "Bomb Hanoi" and you were disappointed. For a week you 
have been struggling to explain to me that the real revolutionary 
moment was not in China nor in Russia but in America. «Go to 
Moscow, go to Prague, go to Budapest and warn that the revolution 
has failed there: socialism has put a class of leaders in power and 
the worker is not the master of his own destiny. You go to France, to 
Italy, and you realize that the European communist is an empty 
man. Come to America and discover the most beautiful left that a 
Marxist like me could discover. The revolutionaries here bring to 
mind the first Christians, there is in them the same absoluteness of 
Christ. An idea came to me: to transfer my film about Saint Paul to 
America.» You understood almost everything about American 
culture, but how much you suffered the evening when two 
American students asked you who your favorite poet was, you 
naturally answered Rimbaud, and the two were unaware of who 
Rimbaud was. Is that why you left New York so dissatisfied? I would 
say no. I would say that you left New York disappointed because 
you didn't die there, because you looked out over the chasm and 
didn't fall into it. The nights spent in search of suicide had only 
made your cheeks more gaunt, your eyes more feverish. I feel, you 
said, like a child who was offered a cake and then had it taken away 


from him as he was about to bite into it. Yes, you would have had to 
drink a thousand other bitternesses before finding someone who 
would give you the gift of killing you, giving you a coherent death 
after a coherent life. 

They say that you were capable of being cheerful, noisy, and that 
for this reason you liked the company of youth: playing football, for 
example, with the kids from the suburbs. But I've never seen you 
like this. You carried melancholy like a perfume and tragedy was 
the only human situation that you truly understood. If a person 
wasn't unhappy, you weren't interested in him. I remember with 
what affection, one day, you leaned over me and squeezed my wrist 
and murmured: "You too, when it comes to desperation, you're not 
joking!". Perhaps this is why fate brought us together again, years 
later. It was in Rio de Janeiro, where you had come with Maria 
Callas: on holiday. The newspapers wrote that you were lovers. 
Were you? I know that twice in your life you have tried to love a 
woman and been disappointed. But I don't believe that either of 
these two women was Maria. You were too different, too divided 
aesthetically, psychologically and culturally. At the same time, 
however, you seemed so united by a mysterious complicity. My 
suspicion is that you had adopted her as a sister, to make her forget 
Onassis' abandonment. You never left her side, you even helped her 
get dressed and undressed. On her beach you greased her shoulders 
so the sun wouldn't make them red. At restaurants you submitted to 
her every whim. Always indulgent, patient, serene like a nurse from 
Lambaréné. Yes, there was in you the heroism of the missionary 
who goes to cure lepers, the goodness of the saint who suffers 
martyrdom with joy. One evening we talked about it, on the 
Copacabana sea, in a pink and gold sunset. Maria was dozing on the 
sand, wrapped in a black bathing suit, I was telling you about the 
tortures with which the Brazilians tortured political prisoners: the 
pau de arara, the electroshocks. But you listened reluctantly, as if it 
irritated you to disturb a pink and gold sunset with such speeches. 
You didn't even answer me. Only when you realized that this hurt 
me, and I attacked you by saying that you weren't sincere in your 
protests and your battles, you were just a Narcissus who pretended 


to fight against injustice to satisfy his vanity, did you start talking 
about Jesus Christ and Saint Francis. 

No priest has ever spoken to me, like you, about Jesus Christ and 
Saint Francis. You once also spoke to me about Saint Augustine, 
about sin and salvation as Saint Augustine saw them. It was when 
you recited to me from memory the paragraph in which Saint 
Augustine tells of his mother getting drunk. And I understood on 
that occasion that you were looking for sin to seek salvation, certain 
that salvation can only come from sin, and the deeper the sin, the 
more liberating the salvation. But what you told me about Jesus 
Christ and Saint Francis, while Mary was dozing in front of the sea 
in Copacabana, remained like a scar on me. Because it was a hymn 
to love sung by a man who doesn't believe in life. It's no coincidence 
that I used it in the book you didn't want to read. I put it in the 
child's mouth when he intervenes in the trial against his mother: "It's 
not true that you don't believe in love, mother. You believe in it so 
much that it tears you apart because you see so little of it, and 
because what you see is never perfect. You are made of love. But is 
it enough to believe in love if you don't believe in life?". You too 
were made of love. Your most spontaneous virtue was generosity. 
You never knew how to say no. You gave generously to anyone who 
asked: whether it was about money, whether it was about work, 
whether it was about friendship. To Panagulis, for example, you 
gave the preface to his two books of poetry. 

And, verse by verse, with the Greek text next to you, you even 
wanted to check if they were translated well. This is why we met, 
you remember. We started seeing each other again when he was 
released from prison and went into exile in Italy. We often went to 
dinner, all three of us. And eating with you was always a 
celebration, because eating with you never got boring. One evening, 
at that restaurant you liked for its mozzarella, Ninetto also came. He 
called you "dad". And you treated him just like a father treats his 
son, born from his womb and not from his seed. Leaving you after 
dinner, however, was heartbreaking. Because we knew where you 
were going, every time. And, every time, it was like seeing you run 
into a date with death. Every time I wanted to grab you by the 


jacket, hold you, beg you, repeat what I told you in New York: 
"You'll have your throat cut, Pier Paolo!". I would have liked to 
shout at you that you didn't have the right because your life didn't 
belong to you and that's it, to your thirst for salvation and that's it. 
It belonged to all of us. And we needed it. There was no one else in 
Italy capable of revealing the truth as you revealed it, capable of 
making us think as you made us think, of educating us in civil 
conscience as you educated us. And I hated you when you drove 
away in that car with which the three thugs would have crushed 
your heart. I cursed you. But then the hatred pushed itself into mad 
admiration, and I exclaimed: "What a brave man!". I'm not talking 
about your moral courage, now, that is, what made you write in 
exchange for insults, misunderstandings, insults, revenge. I'm talking 
about your physical courage. You have to have a lot of guts to hang 
out with the slime you used to hang out at night. The liver of the 
Christians who, insulted and mocked, enter the Colosseum to be 
torn to pieces by lions. 


The phone is silent 


Twenty-four hours before they mauled you, I came to Rome with 
Panagulis. I came there determined to see you, answer you verbally 
about what you had written to me. It was a Friday. And Panagulis 
called you at home but, at the third digit, a voice came in that 
chanted: «Attention. Due to the sabotage that occurred in recent 
days at the EUR exchange, the service of numbers starting with 59 is 
temporarily suspended". The next day the same thing happened. We 
were sorry because we thought we would come to dinner with you 
on Saturday evening, but we consoled ourselves by thinking that we 
would be able to see you on Sunday morning. For Sunday we had 
arranged to meet Giancarlo Pajetta and Miriam Mafai in Piazza 
Navona: let's have an aperitif and then go to eat. So around ten 
o'clock we called you again. But, again, that voice came on: be 
careful, due to sabotage the number doesn't work. And we went to 
Piazza Navona without you. It was a beautiful day, a sunny day. 


Sitting at the Tre Scalini bar we started talking about Franco who 
never dies, and I thought: I would have liked to hear Pier Paolo talk 
about Franco who never dies. Then a boy who was selling "I'Unita" 
approached and said to Pajetta: "They killed Pasolini." He said it 
smiling, almost as if he were announcing the defeat of a football 
team. Pajetta didn't understand. Or did he not want to understand? 
He raised a frown, grumbled, “Who? They killed who?". And the 
boy: «Pasolini». And I, absurdly: "Pasolini who?". And the boy: «Like 
who? Like Pasolini who? Pasolini Pier Paolo". And Panagulis said: "It 
is not true." And Miriam Mafai said, “It's a joke.” But at the same 
time he got up and ran to call to ask if it was a joke. He returned 
almost immediately with a pale face. "It is true. They really killed 
him." In the middle of the square a jester in green trousers played a 
long fife. As he played he danced, raising his legs wrapped in green 
trousers in a grotesque way, and people laughed. “They killed him 
in Ostia last night,” added Miriam. Someone laughed louder because 
the jester was now waving his fife and singing an absurd song. He 
sang: «Love is dead, comma, love is dead, period! So I cry for you, 
comma, so I cry for you, period!". 

We didn't go to eat. Pajetta and Mafai walked away with their 
heads bowed, Panagulis and I started walking without knowing 
where. On a deserted street there was a deserted bar, with the 
television on. He entered followed by a young man who asked in 
dismay: «But is it true? It is true?". And the bar owner asked: "True 
what?". And the young man replied: «By Pasolini. Pasolini killed." 
And the bar owner shouted: «Pasolini Pier Paolo? Jesus! 
Gesummaria! Killed! Jesus! It will be a political thing! Then 
Giuseppe Vannucchi appeared on the television screen and gave the 
official news. The two commoners who had discovered your body 
also appeared. They said that from a distance you didn't even look 
like a body, you were so massacred. You looked like a pile of 
garbage and only after they looked at you closely did they realize 
that you weren't garbage, you were a man. Will you still mistreat me 
if I say that you were not a man, you were a light, and a light has 
gone out? 
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It was a massacre 


November 21, 1975 


This is, word for word, the reconstruction of the dialogue that took 
place on several occasions between our collaborator Mauro Volterra 
and the boy who knows how Pasolini died, or rather who (besides 
Pelosi) killed Pasolini. I thought it right to leave the boy's sentences 
as they were said by him, i.e. in Roman dialect, so as not to alter 
their spontaneity and authenticity in any way. 

I deemed it appropriate to strictly respect the chronological 
succession of the conversations that took place between Volterra 
and the boy so as not to manipulate their importance and usefulness 
in any way. The information contained within the brackets that 
interrupt the dialogue explains how the dramatic encounters took 
place and to what extent the boy was terrified by the fear of being 
killed. 


You have to leave, understand? You have to go! I managed to get 
out of this story, I got out of it. Why do you want to put me back 
in the middle of this mess? Why do you want to ruin me? Go 
away, gO away! 


And how did you manage to get out of it? 


Now I'm coming to tell you! Why should I tell you this? 


Because you could earn some money from it. I pay you for this 
information. 


I don't want them deaf! What do I do with your deaf people? 
Damn, it's easy to speak for you, you don't risk anything. You're 
making a career out of this story. But I get shot in the mouth, 
understand? The skin is mine, not yours, understand? 


I assure you that I will never tell anyone that I received certain 
information from you. There is professional secrecy. 


And how can I trust me? What if you tell it instead? You know 
how I do it by now. 


After speaking to you, I forget your face. 


I really believe it, I believe it. When you have forgotten it, come 
and look for me to remember it again. And you take a photograph 
of me suddenly, secretly. Nice profit I found with newspaper 
photography. And under the photograph the writing: "Here is the 
witness." Ah! I'm not an asshole. 


(The first meeting between Mauro Volterra and the boy took place 
in a street in Rome. Indeed in a street frequented by prostitutes, 
thieves, fences: the environment that killed Pasolini. It was night. 
The boy, discovered after a long and patient research, he was deeply 
afraid. He tried to escape Volterra's questions by slipping away from 
him and walking quickly along the wall. He knew the truth but he 
also knew that telling it could cost him a lot. At the same time, he 
seemed torn between that fear and the desire to talk, the need to 
talk to get rid of a burden. The skirmish between him and Volterra 
lasted about half an hour, that is until our collaborator went away, 
determined to find him again. He would find him, in fact, two days 
later. The dialogue that follows refers to the meeting two days 
later). 


Ah, but then we didn't explain ourselves! Haven't you understood 
that I don't want to see you, that I don't want to tell you anything! 
But why did you come back? Lé, you took a trip to vote. You're 
wasting time. 


Just one thing. Do you know where Pasolini's shack is at the 
Idroscalo? 


Yes I know. I could also tell you where it is exactly. But I won't 
tell you anything. Understood? Nothing! But who knows! I was 
joking! 


Do you also know who the others were who killed him? 


Ah! I understood you! This is what you know: who those others 
know. 


Yes, the other two. 
Who told you only two? Damn, if I told you the truth to the end, 
there would be a volume! Lé, I say goodbye and I'm leaving. 


Friends more than before. 


Don't go, go away. Do not be afraid. Let's walk a bit. What do you 
care if we walk together for a while. 


Oh well... After all, I also like you. 


Say, don't you see those who have motorcycles here anymore? 
Who has the motorcycle? 


Do you mean the Gilera 124? Roscio has that. 


Chi? 


But what are you telling me? You make me say what I don't want 
to say! Do you want to go? Do you see how journalists are? They 
coax you in front of you and as soon as you turn back they screw 
you. Are you leaving? I've told you too much. In fact, I didn't tell 
you anything, understand? 


Look, I don't want first and last names. I'm not a policeman. 


Even if you're not a policeman, how do I know that you're not 
going to get in the way of me, that you're not going to report me, 
that you're not going to say hello to anyone else? And you know 
what I'm telling you? How can I be sure that you are not a 
policeman, that you are actually a journalist? 


Here's my journalist card. And, if you don't believe it, come to the 
newspaper. We sit in a room and talk there. 


Nothing missing! So I never leave that room again. Too many 
people see me in the newspaper. And you... But you want to kill 
me! Me voj ago' ended up with a gunshot in the mouth! Can you 
get it into your head that if I talk I'll kill myself?!? Listen to me, 
there: I would tell you the truth. I would tell you everything, 
because it fits here. But if I say it I'll get a gunshot in my mouth. 
And I can't! I can't do it! 


Give it a go. 

Now what to do. Let's see each other tomorrow. 

Agree. 

But if I speak I won't tell you everything, I warn you. I'm just 


telling you half the truth, okay? Because if I tell you the whole 
truth, then I have to shoot you. I have to shoot you in the mouth. 


(The second meeting took place in a different part of the city, that 
is, in a point not frequented by prostitutes and thieves. It also took 
place at night and, this time, the boy was more than scared: he was 
terrified. He had received threats from someone, perhaps? Someone 
who had seen him with Volterra or who had known about him? 
Volterra's impression is that the terror did not come from his life 
companions but from more distant and stronger people. At the same 
time, there was in the boy a hardness that was unsuspected the first 
time. Let's say the hardness that arises in the weak from fear. His 
voice was cold, decisive, when he exclaimed: "If I tell you the whole 
truth, then I have to shoot you, I have to shoot you in the mouth." 
And on this sentence they parted to meet again the next day in a 
street in the center. What follows is the dialogue of the third 
meeting, which began with a silent scene. The meeting was in fact 
in front of a shop but, when Volterra arrived , the boy was not in 
front of the shop. Volterra saw him in a doorway, hiding. He then 
called him with a wave of his hand. The boy responded with a huff 
of annoyance. Then he crossed the street and told him with 
hostility: "Wait for me here." Finally he went behind a column, took 
a piece of paper out of his pocket and, very quickly, set it on fire 
with a match. When Volterra approached him, there was a small 
pile of ash on the ground. And the boy trampled on it in anger.) 


Here, you made me burn! I had written half the truth in that note, 
I had written it for you. And you made me burn it. 


Io?!? 


Yes, damn you. Because I had everything prepared, damn you. I 
wanted to shadow you to see if you were really just a pawn or if 
you had someone behind you, and then, if I was sure that you 
didn't have anyone behind you, I'd give you a ticket and run 
away. So you weren't looking for me anymore. You've ruined 
everything. 


It doesn't matter, you tell me the same things verbally. I already 
know things anyway: I just want confirmation from you. Have you 
read Fallaci's article? 


I never read newspapers. 
So let's go buy mine. So read that. 
Swear to your mother that you won't play a joke on me. 


I swear on my mother. I just want you to read that article. 


(They walked towards a newsstand and bought «L'Europeo». The 
boy wanted to pay for it. Then, with «L'Europeo» in hand, they 
entered a bar, asked for two coffees, sat down at a table. The boy 
also wanted to pay for the two coffees. The boy was leafing through 
the pages on Pasolini with curiosity and saying: «Ah, is this 
“L'Europeo”?». When Volterra pointed out to him my piece on page 
23 and the title Killed by two motorcyclists? he began to read it 
carefully and nodding with a shake of his head. About halfway 
through the piece, or before, he slammed the newspaper on the 
table). 


But you have the truth here! You have it here in the article! What 
do you want from me? It happened like this! What do you want 
from me? 


A confirmation. 


I give it to you, I gave it to you. What do you want me to say? If I 
talk again it ends up understanding who I am. In short, you make 
it clear. Because from this article I have already understood who 
the man she saw is. He's the one who goes to make love over there 
with... No, no, remember that I don't know, that I didn't tell you 
anything. 


Go ahead, finish reading the article and then let's talk. 


(The boy continued reading but, having reached the second part of 
the second column, he took on an ironic and disappointed look). 


No, no chains. Those weren't there. They told you a lie about 
those. And then who uses chains for mena anymore? 


We know, we knew that there were probably inaccuracies in the 
story. But we had to report what had been reported to us, without 
censorship, otherwise we would have risked cutting out true 
things. 


But apart from the chains... Damn! But who told him these things? 
Who did it? 


If I told you, I would prove to you that we don't respect 
professional secrecy. And you would be right not to trust me when 
I assure you that no one will know who confirmed it to me. Read 
again. Read to the end. 


(He read all the way through, with almost morbid attention, and at 
the last lines he had a fit bordering on hysteria.) 


Yes! This is true, yes! It is true! 
What is true? 


The story of the ring! He left it there on purpose. It's true that 
Pelosi left it on purpose! I know! 


Do you mean he did it to incriminate himself or someone else? 


Let me stay! Let me go! I'm not saying anything! I didn't say no! I 
have to go! This is an appointment! 


(The boy realized too late that he had let slip something that he 
considered very dangerous. And this threw him into a state of panic, 
or rather desperation. Shocked by what he had said, he got up, left 
the bar, he started running along the sidewalk. Volterra caught up 
with him, forced him to stop, and with one hand he held his right 
arm, with the other he showed him the money rejected the day 
before). 


Look, this money is really for you. And if you don't have enough, 
I'll give you more. Why don't you want to earn some money 
without risking anything? 


I don't want them! What can I do with deaf people if I get shot in 
the mouth? I don't want them! 


But who are you afraid of? Whose? Grab them. 


No. Try to understand. I can't. I could have fun with these deaf 
people for two weeks, and maybe even a month. But if I take them 
I won't get to a month, I won't even get to two weeks. Listen to 
me, there: you keep your deaf ones, and I keep my skin. 


(He struggled and started running away again. Volterra chased him 
and caught up with him, forcing him to slow down and walk next to 
him. They continued like this, walking next to each other, for about 
an hour and a half. They turned , on foot, half the city. Some 
stretches were done in complete silence, others discussing whether 
to stop and talk or not. All the following dialogue must be read 
without forgetting the panic and desperation that had gripped the 
boy. He was panting, trembling , he looked over his shoulder to 
convince himself that he wasn't being followed. Every now and then 
he also seemed to give in to the temptation to earn that money and 
announced that they would stop at the next bar, but then the bar 
didn't suit him and the march resumed: like a nightmare) . 


You must understand me, try to understand. I have the truth here 
in my mouth, there. And it burns me. I would like to tell you, I 
would like to tell you everything. But I can't do it. This is too 
scary. But what do I gain by talking? But what are the deaf people 
if they then kill me? They'll kill me! 


Come on, calm down. Take it easy. 


Feel how hot it is. Feel how my face burns. Can't you see that I'm 
all red? I'm a fire. I can't do it. Let me calm down. When I calm 
down, I try to speak. I swear to you that I'll try because I feel like 
it. We stop at the first bar with chairs and I tell you everything. 
No, not everything: I tell you half. But I'm telling you. 


Well. Do you like this bar here? 
No. There are too many people. 
So this. This is almost empty, look. 


No, I don't like it. The church is better. The steps of the church. 
Let's put them there. 


Let's get down here. 


Wait, huh? Wait while I rest a little. No, I'm not happy here either. 
Too many people see it. 


(He got up. They got up again. They started walking again. They 
stopped at an underpass. They sat down on the steps of the 
underpass. And here, finally, he began to speak.) 


That evening... Look, that evening... Here: Pasolini arrived with 
the GT. He arrived there, at the gardens in front of the bar. He 
arrived and immediately made fun of someone who wasn't Pelosi. 
And he left with him and they went for a ride. A five minute walk, 


let's say, something like that. Then he came back and the boy he 
had groomed came down. The boy got out, went towards Pelosi 
and took him aside and they talked. So Pelosi mounted Pasolini's 
machine. And they went away but after a while they came back. 
Short time stuff. And Pelosi came down. He came towards us. He 
started talking to us. Yes, I was there too. Oh well, I was there too. 


And what did Pelosi tell you? 
You will ruin me! I'm not telling you what he said! Let me go! 
Take it easy. Continue the story. 


I continue it because I like you. I don't care about your deaf 
people. But I have to remind you that I can't tell you the whole 
truth, I can just tell you half of it, I have to tell you the other half 
with a few lies to create confusion. Otherwise they will recognize 
that I am the one who told you things. And the truth is that when 
Pelosi got back on Pasolini's GT again... And Pasolini left again 
with him on board... well... they followed him. Behind there is a 
Mini and a motorbike. I mean a Vespa 125. No, a Vespa 50... I 
don't know what it was. I won't tell you what it was. 


You know it but you're telling a lie here. The Mini wasn't even a 
Mini, was it? 


Do you see what you're doing as a piece of shit? Do you see that 
you are cheating on me? What, am I a pussy? 


And the Vespa was not a Vespa. At least, it wasn't a Vespa 50. And 
maybe it was a motorbike. 


Leave me anna, leave me anna. I told you the most important 
thing! 


No, not yet. Go ahead, please. 


Well... They followed him. They followed him to the restaurant 
first. And here they waited for him and... 


(Hearing these words he stood up suddenly, repentant, determined 
to escape, and Volterra managed to hold him back. The boy was 
struggling). 


Don't touch me! Put your hands down! Let me go! They see us! 
They don't see us. And if you promise not to run away, I'll leave 
you. In fact, look: I'll stand three steps below, so I don't even 
observe you when you speak. 


Alright. 


Now tell me: were you also in the group that followed him to the 
restaurant? But how many were there? 


Let go of me! Can you see that you're not keeping up? Do you see 
that you're killing me? Don't ask me anything! 


What did you mean when you said «I-managed-to-get-out-of-this- 
story»? Did you mean that you followed him to the restaurant and 
that was it or that you got away with it by running away 
afterwards? 


It can't handle me! Let go of me! Damn me! Who made me go to 
the gardens that evening? Why didn't I go to the Colosseum? 


It was Pelosi, right, who told you to go after him? 
I don't know. I won't tell you anything anymore. You will ruin me. 


Look, if you tell me more I'll make you some real money. 


I'll tell you everything over the phone. I'll call you on your office 
number. You gave me your office number. I'll call you in an hour, 
or rather in half an hour. But leave me. 


I'll let you if you tell me something. Just one thing. Why did 
Pasolini die? 


Because... We didn't want... We just wanted his wallet and... 


(And here he ran away. With such determination, with such speed 
that Volterra didn't even try to catch up with him. He remained 
there to watch him enter a secondary street and then disappear. 
When we saw our collaborator reach the newspaper, he was white 
for tension and tiredness. At the newspaper we all started waiting 
for the boy's phone call. We waited half an hour and an hour and a 
day and two days and more. But the phone call never came. While 
we were waiting I asked Volterra to question his memory to 
convince me that the phrase uttered by the boy was "We only 
wanted the wallet" and not "They only wanted the wallet". And 
Volterra's memory repeated "We wanted". The hope of being wrong, 
however, told him " They wanted." 


5 


The mysterious witness 


November 21, 1975 


No sir, the interview with the boy-who-knows does not appear with 
the name of the boy-who-knows. We won't give that boy's name. We 
will not even provide his physical details, in the hope that this will 
prevent him from being recognized by Pasolini's killers before the 
police can find him, interrogate him and protect him. Furthermore, 
his interview is not an interview given spontaneously and with joy. 
It is a torn interview, extorted piece by piece, day by day, through 
prayers, chatter, promises, from a poor man shocked by the terror of 
being punished by "a gunshot in the mouth". A poor guy who 
belongs to the world of Roman prostitutes, five thousand at a time, 
ten if all goes well, and otherwise you'll find yourself dead on the 
path of some village. Who has seen his face pale with fear, his eyes 
wet with anguish, who has heard his desperate voice as he 
recommended himself: <You must understand me, try to understand, 
I have the truth here in my mouth . And it burns me. I would like to 
tell you, I would like to tell you everything. But I can't do it because 
they'll kill me with a pistol shot in my mouth", he would let himself 
be torn to pieces before betraying him. And I with him. Whatever 
the cost, we believe and maintain that it is not up to us to consign it 
to its end. It is up to us only to record his broken sentences, his 
chilling admissions, his terrible little revelations, in short the 
confirmation that Pasolini was not killed by Pelosi and that's it: he 
was killed by a group of thugs who followed him and ambushed him 


to rob him or punish him, perhaps on behalf of someone else, so the 
witness I spoke about last week had seen clearly, moon or no moon. 
It is also up to me to demonstrate that among the rights and duties 
of a journalist is that of publishing information that concerns the 
community. Even under the doubt of a question mark. 

But first I have to clarify something that is very important to me. I 
despise those who don't speak out of fear, those who hide behind 
anonymity. I consider anyone who witnesses a murder or any 
violence and does not try to prevent it and then remains silent to be 
an accomplice in murder. I spit my disgust at those who saw 
Pasolini killed and instead of running to his aid he quietly holed up 
in his shack to wait for the murderers to run away. Cowardice, 
silence, selfishness, prudence itself are, in my opinion, foul crimes. 
And I add: nothing, for me, is more immoral than fear. Not the fear 
that you feel, whether you like it or not, but the fear that cannot be 
overcome with an effort of the soul. But other people's immorality 
has a delightful effect on me: it strengthens my morality. And my 
morality, both personal and professional, requires me not to betray 
the word given to those who told me that Pasolini had been killed 
by three people and not one, and that I didn't say it out of charity, 
otherwise they would have killed me too -myself. (Moreover, the 
threats infuriate me, they cause me to immediately behave in the 
opposite way to what I am ordered to do). 

Not betraying one's word in this case was, and is, an act of 
humanity. We are not all the same, we do not all have the same 
weaknesses or the same rigors. The person who told me this doesn't 
look like me. She is not ready to risk, she is not ready to pay 
although she has already paid a little: the very evening they learned 
that she had not remained silent, she was beaten and threatened. 
And since then she has lived in a fear that, if not equal to that of the 
boy-who-knows, is very similar to it. After all, even the people 
around this person, his friends and relatives and colleagues, are 
afraid. All those who have heard his story, with me and besides me, 
are afraid. And there are many. The witness I alluded to last week 
did not, in fact, confide in just one individual. For two days he told 
a lot of people what he had seen and heard. Only when he 


understood the consequences did he decide to "shut up", or rather to 
threaten the same people he had informed without being asked. And 
if I base my calculations on the fact that anyone who learns 
something sensational confides it to two or three people, I conclude 
that there are a few dozen Italian citizens in Rome capable of 
providing the name of the witness. Why don't they do it? Why are 
they afraid? Why are threats transmitted? What's behind this dirty 
story? "Who is there? Is the risk they run so great that it makes them 
forget a civil duty and the need to unload a burden as heavy as the 
name of the one they saw? 

I don't know that name. Every time the phone rings I hope it's to 
give me the name. And instead it just gives me a voice choked with 
fear. The switchboard operator at the «European» is so used to it 
that, every time, she hands me the communication saying: «he is 
one of those with a voice strangled by fear». Then she hands it to me 
and her voice choked with fear asks panting: "Is this really Oriana 
Fallaci?". And I answer: «Yes, it's me. Who is she?". And the voice: «I 
can't tell you... but I have to tell you that... that crime... Can I trust 
you?». «Yes, you can trust me.» «Look, it's a big risk for me and... 
Well, I'll call back later.» Then he calls back, perhaps, to splutter his 
panic, offer impossible appointments, get nervous if I get impatient. 
And, unless I no longer know how to understand things, and she 
suddenly goes stupid, I end up thinking that her nervousness is 
genuine, her panic is sincere. There is something or someone that 
scares them. And, just to stay on the topic of fear, I don't think that 
the fear of the witness who remains silent is fear of the wife. Some 
colleagues who didn't like me stirring up the hornet's nest do me 
wrong in believing that he took the whole story at face value. The 
detail of the chains and carpets, for example, has always left me 
perplexed, but I didn't even believe the story of the unfortunate man 
who doesn't want to compromise himself because of his wife. It is 
not her that the witness fears, it is those who terrorize the likely 
informants. Are they too low or too high? 

Perhaps he knows them well, and they know him well. Perhaps he 
showed up when he turned on the light in the shack. Perhaps they 
know that the shack where his light was turned on belonged to him. 


And speaking of the light on: who said it was electric light? It could 
have been a battery-operated lamp or even a flashlight. Come on, 
Mr. witness who is reading this to me now, tell us in an anonymous 
letter. To refresh your memory, in the meantime, I'll tell you what I 
learned about you: that your house is in Rome and that your wife is 
Sicilian or Calabrian, that you have two children, that a friend of 
yours is a truck driver or transport worker, that another is a 
bricklayer used to illegally build "villas" at the Idroscalo. The person 
who told me that I don't cheat, otherwise you'll beat her, also told 
me something else. It was when I exclaimed: "If this guy is afraid 
that his wife will find out that he was in bed with another woman or 
a prostitute, why doesn't he phone the police without giving her 
name?" She said to me: «Because they would still understand that he 
was the one who unmasked them. They get away with drugs and, 
when drugs are involved, those who sing end up underground." 

So let's see why there are at least numerous chances that I hit the 
mark by reporting a story that it was my duty to report and 
insinuating the doubt that the police had given us a somewhat hasty 
or somewhat naive version. Let's see by referring to the questions 
that I asked based on such elementary reasoning that I wasn't proud 
of it: «Why doesn't Pelosi speak and assume all the responsibilities? 
Why did he himself put the police on the trail by saying that he had 
lost a ring that until then no one knew was his? Is it possible to lose 
a ring during a fight? Could it be that Pelosi threw the ring there on 
purpose? He actually threw it on purpose. Not only does the boy 
interviewed by Mauro Volterra say this before repenting and 
shouting: «Let me go, I don't know, I didn't tell you anything!», but 
he deduces it from the fact that he couldn't have lost it during the 
fight. In fact he was close to him. This was stated by her friend 
Stella Angeletti Di Martino who noticed it and asked to look at it on 
her finger but he couldn't remove it. (The news comes from «Paese 
Sera»). The carabinieri know this, having carried out a test on Pelosi 
and concluded: «Nine hundred and ninety-nine thousand cases out 
of a million he could not have lost the ring». 


The police fell for it 


So Pelosi fed the police, counting on the fact that they would fall for 
it. And the police fell for it, not knowing the law of gravity 
formulated by Newton and known in all elementary schools as 
"Newton's apple". An apple had fallen on Newton's head, thanks to 
the law of gravity. A ring had fallen on the head of the Italian 
police, thanks to the same law of gravity. But while Newton had 
thought about it a little, the Italian police hadn't thought about it at 
all. It was a sunny Sunday, and with a beautiful bridge. Why look 
for complications? To entertain the suspicion that Pelosi had wanted 
to sign off on the crime by leaving the ring would have posed a 
number of difficult questions. For example: why did the boy want to 
accuse himself and take on all responsibility? Could there be a 
reason? 

You don't need to be Newton to conclude: yes. In fact, let's 
suppose that I am a bad boy with nothing to lose and let's suppose 
that I live from petty thefts, from muggings, from cars stolen and 
then resold in pieces, in the world of prostitution and drugs. 
Suppose that I have a debt to pay to that world because I made a 
mistake or a mistake, and that my friends want to use me to rob 
Pasolini. It has already happened to Pasolini that he was robbed by 
bad boys: several times, and even a few months ago. At night 
Pasolini never goes around with more than twenty thousand lire in 
his pocket, but he always carries his checkbook with him. A few 
months ago, the check heist succeeded. Pasolini wanted to have a 
sandwich with two people from the Colosseum and, instead of in a 
meadow, they took him to a bridge. Here, threatening to throw him 
into the Tiber, they made him sign a check for two hundred and 
fifty thousand lire. (The police know this, the episode is in the 
archives). At the Colosseum and in the gardens they still talk about 
it, with admiration and anger: good, yes, but why only two hundred 
and fifty thousand? With the checkbook you could demand much 
more, anything you wanted. The coup must be attempted again, and 
Pelosi is in favor of it. He will act as bait. He will take him to a safe 
place and in a few minutes everything will be settled. 


This is how it happens. Pasolini, however, is courageous and 
robust. He tries to rebel and you have to beat him: to the point that 
he remains there as if dead. There is a brief heated discussion: what 
to do? We might as well finish him, otherwise he'll recognize us. 
Okay: what if we drove over him with the car? Yes and then? Then 
nothing: the car is taken away and sold piecemeal. Thank you very 
much, says Pelosi, but in the gardens they saw me get into the GT: 
they will blame me. They'll give it to you anyway, the cronies reply, 
but it's one thing if they discover that you acted with others for the 
purpose of robbery and it's another thing if you tell them that you 
acted alone: in self-defense because Pasolini offended your honor. 
back. You are a minor. In the worst case you get two or three years, 
in the best case you're acquitted: poor-boy-undermined-and- 
seduced-by-a-depraved-like-Pasolini. Pelosi is convinced of this. The 
two escape and he is left alone, next to the disfigured corpse. He has 
a moment of confusion, he shouts the phrase heard by the witness 
who is silent: "Now leave me alone, now leave me here!". But he 
immediately recovers. He takes off the ring, throws it on the ground, 
leaves in the GT: against traffic and at excessive speed. They catch 
him in a quarter of an hour. And since in Italy the law enforcement 
officers are certainly not like Newton, they accept the theory of the 
stolen car without a word. They don't even bother to notice that in 
the back seat there is, clearly visible, a blood-stained sweater. 
Pasolini's golf. They will notice three days later. And then the 
problem will arise: why was the blood-stained sweater in the car 
and the blood-stained shirt among the rubbish, that is, away from 
Pasolini's body in his undershirt? Is it possible that Pelosi did 
everything herself, including undressing a heavy body like a lifeless 
body? And how is it that, despite that traffic, Pelosi is almost not 
stained with blood? Could it be that someone helped him? 

Now let's suppose that I am the same boy and that someone wants 
to use me to set up an ambush not for the purpose of robbery but to 
eliminate an inconvenient man like Pasolini. Behind me, this time, 
not two cronies of my age but some pimps or some very powerful 
guys that Pasolini has disturbed and is disturbing. Some types, let's 
say, who want him to die twice, that is, physically and morally: in 


shame. If my name is Pelosi, I serve the purpose well. And, if I 
accept, it's a no-brainer. Maybe I accept because I have no choice, 
because even in this case I have a debt to pay. A debt that is worth 
an indictment for murder, a trial where I am acquitted for self- 
defense or sentenced to a lenient sentence because I am a minor and 
I defended my honor. In short, a trial where the real accused is not 
me but Pasolini. After all, it's not a given that he should kill this 
Pasolini. I reiterated to those who ordered and paid for the ambush 
that I would prefer a beating and that's it. And this hypothesis is not 
fantasy. It is based on statements made to me by a bartender called 
Gianfranco Sotgiu and who says he is willing to testify before the 
investigating judge. The meeting with Sotgiu took place in my 
office, with our colleague Paolo Berti and our collaborator Mauro 
Volterra present. The man was very scared and hesitant. He had 
called me several times, giving me appointments that never 
materialised, and only after infinite uncertainties did he decide to 
come to me. Here is his testimony, word for word. «It was Thursday 
afternoon, around four or half past four. Thursday 30 October. He 
was at the Grande Italia bar, in Piazza Esedra. In the bar there are 
two pay phones, one for local calls and one for long distance calls. I 
had come in to look for a number in the yellow pages. The number 
of a sports field in Trastevere, directed by a priest. I wanted to 
phone the priest and ask him if the pitch was available for a match. 
The yellow pages were under the long-distance telephone, that boy 
was calling from the telephone next to it. I don't remember 
everything he said but I remember these words: “Okay, I'll be taken 
to the place I've already been. If it's just a matter of beating him up, 
I'm in, otherwise we'll forget about it." And after a while he said: 
“Oh, please. Just for a little beating and that's it." And then he said, 
“Ah, look. I could use some money." And then he said: “Well, no, 
what do I do. Shall I wait until Saturday for some money?”. And 
then: "Okay, I'll wait for you here under the arcades, if you then 
come to Piazza Esedra under the Modern cinema." He hung up the 
phone, went out, and almost immediately returned. I say almost 
immediately because I was still there looking for the number of the 
sports field in Trastevere. And I heard all of this phone call, in short, 


I remember all of it. I turned around when I heard him dialing, it 
came naturally to me. It was a short phone call. He said: “Hello, call 
me Franz”. Then he said, and I don't know if he said this to Franz: 
“Look, I've thought about it again. I would like to go to the cinema 
and if possible I'll wait for you at eight, eight thirty. If you come at 
that time." And the last word he said before hanging up was: “Oh, 
please. Bring the dollar.” And he went out. I had never seen this guy 
before. And I didn't even see all of his face, at first, because on the 
first phone call he was constantly blowing his nose. At the second 
time he turned his back to me a little, but he was more visible. And 
as soon as I saw Pelosi's photographs in the newspaper I thought: I 
saw this, I know him. I recognized the upper part of the face well, 
the nose, the eyebrows, the eyes. And full cheekbones. He was a boy 
about the same height as me but stockier than me, especially behind 
him. The more I look at photographs of him, the more I recognize 
him. And it was recognizing him in the photographs that triggered 
the memory. He snapped at me with the phrase: “Should I wait until 
Saturday for some money?”. I haven't said anything to the police yet 
because I'm afraid. A great fear. Those are people who beat, who 
kill. Maybe they'll find me and then... I have to think about it 
carefully before I lose out. I take a weight off my stomach, but I get 
over it. Risk. I decided to come to her when I read about this matter 
in the newspaper. It seemed to me that mine was an important 
episode. What if politics had something to do with it? You can write 
down the things I said. I swear they are true. I swear it on my soul." 


Pelosi descends 


Therefore, this type of ambush is set. It requires an appointment 
with Pasolini, it's true, but his closest friends like Ninetto Davoli 
admit that Pasolini usually didn't improvise his adventures. «He 
made the appointment even two or three days in advance. In fact, 
he usually told me so. It was rare for an adventure to be decided 
then and there. Because he was prudent." However, if it is true that 
Pelosi already knew Pasolini, everything becomes simple. Let's 


assume that the appointment already existed, even if Ninetto didn't 
know it. Pasolini arrives punctually, his dinner with Ninetto and his 
wife lasted only until half past ten. He first picks up a guy who for 
some reason doesn't go or who is the pimp of prostitutes, goes back, 
makes him get out and he calls Pelosi. He approaches Pelosi, «Hi, 
are you Pasolini?», and gets into the GT. They walk away discussing 
where they will go. Pelosi wants to make sure he gives the right 
direction, so that others will follow as established. After a while the 
GT reappears. Pelosi comes down with an excuse: he has to get the 
house keys that he had left with his friends. He is the lie of a liar, 
irremediably and always a liar: he takes the house keys but at the 
same time hands over those of an 850. His. Didn't the terrified boy 
who confided in our collaborator Mauro Volterra make it clear that 
the Mini Morris wasn't a Mini Morris? So what was it? Pelosi's 850? 
During this exchange of keys Pelosi also says where they will go: 
first to the Biondo Tevere restaurant and then to the Idroscalo. Then 
he returns to Pasolini's GT and the two set off again: followed by a 
car that could be the 850 and a motorcycle. On board the car and 
the motorcycle, the thugs chosen for the beating. 

A fatal beating even in intention? They lurk near the restaurant. 
Or do they have an appointment with Pasolini who doesn't always 
like having just one prostitute? While waiting, those in the car 
change their minds. Perhaps among them there is the terrified boy 
who says: "I managed to get out of it." Only the motorcycle guys 
follow Pasolini and Pelosi, or meet with them. And, at the Idroscalo, 
the tragedy takes place more or less as the silent witness says. In 
short, more or less according to the version I offered in the 
«European» last week. I underline the "more or less" because nothing 
proves so far that the altercation began in a shack. Most likely it 
exploded immediately. But the rest of the story is convincing: 
«Pasolini managed to reach the car and was preparing to get in 
when the two young men on the motorcycle grabbed him and pulled 
him out. Pasolini freed himself and started fleeing again. But the 
three were on him again and continued to hit him. This time he was 
with wooden planks and chains." Were there these chains? I don't 
know, but there were two tablets and a stick. The two tablets were 


the ones where it was written «Buttinelli A.» and «Via Idroscalo 93». 
But anyway! Do you need to be Newton or Sherlock Holmes to 
understand that when someone hits himself he doesn't use three 
objects?!? But how many hands does he have? As many as the 
goddess Kali? Or does she use the stick first, then a board, then 
another board, wasting time changing, while Pasolini defends 
himself? Do we think with our brains or with our feet? Do we not 
even want to take into consideration the story of the silent witness 
on a logical level? The police respond: "He couldn't see because 
there was no moon." He couldn't even hear three different voices 
shouting, why was there no moon? No, without the moon we 
become blind and deaf in Italy. We no longer hear anything and we 
no longer see anything, not even at fifty or thirty metres, not even if 
a light comes from somewhere, for example from the warehouses 
beyond the asphalt road, not even if the scene takes place (say) 
around a certain GT with headlights on. We are a people without 
virtue, a people who know how to keep their mouths shut and who 
adore anonymity, but we are such a romantic people. We make 
everything depend on the moon, and woe betide if it isn't there. 

The rest is more or less a repetition of what happened if it was an 
ambush for the purpose of robbery and not a beating. With the 
detail of the ring etc. What if someone had given that ring to Pelosi, 
for example someone who is implicated in the dirty story? What if 
Pelosi had taken it off and dropped it to take revenge for having 
gotten himself into a mess that (he had recommended) should be 
limited to a little beating and that's it? Maybe it's worth thinking 
about and maybe not. Well advised, or ill advised, Pelosi's family 
now informs us that "Pino had a fetishistic attachment to his ring." 
Fetishistic? What difficult words poor ignorant people can learn 
thanks to the law. And in any case I doubt we will have the answers 
requested. Too much time has been lost, too many opportunities. If 
you think that the police didn't even bother to fence off the crime 
scene and prevent the crowd from erasing the traces. For example, 
the tracks of a motorcycle. If you think that some young men played 
football around there and the ball occasionally ended up on 
Pasolini's corpse. If you think that the body was washed before 


completing the forensic tests. Did they also want to wash our 
conscience? Oh God, but Niagara Falls wouldn't be enough for that. 
Dry and dirty like the heart of those who do not speak, it cannot 
face even a grain of truth. And when someone by chance offers it, 
observing the rights and duties of a citizen and a journalist, a great 
wind immediately arises. And sweeps that grain away, in a swirl of 
sand. 


Appendix 


A sense of justice 


Oriana Fallaci's contribution to the Pasolini affair ends with the 
reconstruction of an impossible interview, the one in which her 
colleague from the «Europeo» Mauro Volterra tried to extract a 
confession from the «boy-who-knows», and with a heartfelt act of 
accusation against the Italian justice system and its first "mysterious 
witness", the one who had immediately put her on a track that 
would prove to be right. 


The police had given a hasty version of the murder. By chance, I had learned of 
another version that cast many shadows on the power that Pasolini had so 
courageously attacked in the last months of his life. I published that story and a sort 
of persecution against me arose. (I won't go into details, I'll just tell you that I 


received a very unfair summons, with the high risk of being arrested). 


Unlike other colleagues of the «European», Oriana will no longer 
actively participate in the investigations, but her role will remain 
central in the tormented process of proceedings that will take place 
in the years to come. The version provided by Fallaci, in fact, 
precisely because it was based on the confessions of people 
protected by anonymity, was fiercely attacked by many journalists, 
who invited her - often with uncourteous language - to reveal the 
identity of her sources to the judiciary, in defiance of the most basic 
principles of professional ethics. For this reason, on 2 December 
1975, Oriana was summoned to court to contribute to the 
investigation of the trial which would be held shortly thereafter. 
This is the text of her deposition: 


I had the first hints regarding the possibility that Pasolini had not only been killed by 
Pelosi, but also by two motorcyclists, and that this had been seen by someone, and 
that the initial version collected by S.V. was therefore not accurate, by an American 
journalist from the "Chicago Tribune", Kay Withers, who I believe lives in Rome and 
who in turn reported rumors coming from two journalists from the "Reuter" agency. 
At first I didn't give much weight to the mention, but the story came back to my 
memory when I had a meeting with a person who gave me the story about Pasolini's 
death that I reported in the article Killed by two motorcyclists? on «L’Europeo». 
Before the publication of the article, and also to obtain the opinion of a colleague and 
to delve deeper into the facts, I wanted to have another conversation with the 
individual in the presence of the doctor. Libero Montesi, deputy director of the 
magazine in Rome: but when we asked him to obtain from the informant the name of 
the witness who would have seen the events unfolding from the barracks on the night 
of the assassination, he was extremely frightened and refused, declaring that the 
witness refused to speak to anyone because he was afraid and would not even speak 
"covered in gold". Even the invitation addressed to the informant so that the 
newspaper could acquire more knowledge even through anonymous writing or phone 
calls was unsuccessful, nor were further attempts at persuasion successful. We tried to 
find out more information from the editor of Reuters, who said he knew nothing. 
Withers then told me, or so I deduced from a subsequent conversation with her, that 
one of the two Reuters journalists she consulted had told her that he had read the 
relevant rumors in the press. I am not able to give information about Gianfranco 
Sotgiu (personal information which I obtained from the passport he showed me) and 
who came to speak with me: he was a thin man, of medium height, aged between 25 
and 30, with short hair dark and with slight Romanesque inflections in the accent. I 
want to clarify that regarding the person who informed me, and who I wish to always 
be indicated as a person without specification of sex (in this way I intend for the 
points in the report in which he is indicated with the male qualification to be 
rectified), I do not intend to provide any details, considering myself bound by ethical 
secrecy. I got Stella Angeletti Di Martino's indication from «Paese Sera». I add at your 
request. that the person who informed us did not want any compensation. After the 
publication of my first article I had a conversation in my office with Malusa Libero, 
who offered me his personal reconstruction of the facts. Indeed, I would like to point 
out that this person did not qualify himself, and that the name of Malusa Libero was 
given to me by Your Excellency. However, he had a blond beard that covered the 


lower part of his face. She didn't seem like a reliable person to me and so I dismissed 


her as soon as possible, also because her refusal to qualify herself and provide the 


reasons for her interest left me perplexed. 


Fallaci offered the authorities all the details possible, while 
protecting the anonymity of her "mysterious witness" (who always 
indicates with the neutral "person", so as not to even reveal their 
sex), an attitude that she will maintain over the years and which, 
during the appeal process on the Pasolini murder, it will cost her a 
sentence for reticence. As her sister Paola remembers: 


When Pier Paolo Pasolini died, a witness told her that not one killed him, but more 
than one. Oriana published it and immediately found herself in trouble, they even 
tried to force her to name that witness. She couldn't do it and at her trial they agreed 
with her. But on Saturday the 18th (and «Annabella» leaves by car long before her) 
she will appear before the Court of Appeal in Rome because a guy of strange origins 
has appealed against the sentence, she is still trying to get her to talk. "On Saturday 
I'm going to get myself sentenced, I'm going to say that I won't speak because my 
word is no less than that of a policeman, a priest, a lawyer." It takes courage to 


remain coherent to the end, to be condemned, to risk unpopularity. 


Despite the risk of a four-month prison sentence, Oriana remained 
firm on her position. 


I have done my duty and my conscience is clear, my dignity intact. There is no need 


to be afraid or intimidated when matters of principle are at stake. 


The conviction was confirmed and, even if the period in prison was 
avoided thanks to a suspended sentence, according to the Italian 
justice Oriana Fallaci was declared guilty of reticence. This official 
mark of infamy fueled the detractors’ front in the journalism 
environment: the most frequent accusation was that of having made 
everything up in order to create a scoop in a workmanlike manner. 
However, Oriana was not surprised by her colleagues' treatment of 
her. 


I didn't take it too hard even when certain journalists insulted me because I had given 


another version of Pasolini's death, thus casting doubt on the "truth" of His Highness 


the Police. I was only sorry that they were so used to obeying, that is to servilely 
believing in official statements and official denials, in the dogmas imposed by power, 
without asking themselves if the Virgin Mary was really a virgin, if Pasolini had really 
been killed by a Pelosi and that was it. Only to then scratch his head when the 


Attorney General restarted the investigation and... 


Fallaci's substantial imperviousness to her colleagues’ accusations 
stemmed from the certainty that she was right: she had revealed a 
truth that, however inconvenient, would sooner or later be 
accepted. And in fact in 1978, in an interview given to Luciano 
Simonelli on the occasion of the release of A Man, Oriana declared 
her certainty of emerging victorious from the clash with the 
authorities in her Pasolini affair. 


I hoped to win. Because I was right. If anything, it was Alekos who thought I would 
lose. Alekos had participated in the investigation and understood that too many 
things didn't add up in Pasolini's death. So he repeated: «I don't like this story, I don't 
like it. It will be convenient for someone to silence her." But look, Simonelli, it doesn't 
matter that, in the end, I lost. Anyway, sooner or later, the truth will come out. In a 
few years, or many, the memories of someone who no longer risks anything will come 
out and the truth will come out. What I regret is something else. It's not having had 
time to tell Alekos that the trial for Pasolini's death, the first trial, had ended with a 
sentence that proved me right: "Killed by Pino Pelosi and two unknown persons." The 
sentence that proved me right, the first sentence, was issued about two weeks before 
Alekos was murdered and... In those days we were not together, he was in Athens, I 
was in Italy and then in America, so every time he I called or he called me I said to 
myself: «I have to tell Alekos that I won, I have to tell Alekos that I won!». So as not 
to forget it, I also wrote it on notes that I put next to the phone: "Tell Alekos that I 
won." But then he started talking about the documents, about his problems, and I 


forgot about it. 


On May 7, 2005, during the Rai program Ombre sul giallo, Pelosi 
intervened to deny her own version of events and to reiterate the 
truth that the "European" had told almost thirty years earlier. Even 
in that case, Fallaci gave no weight to the chorus of apologies that 
suddenly arose among those who had mistreated her. In an 


interview given to Mattia Feltri a few days after Pelosi's statements 
on TV, Fallaci hastily dismissed the intervention of Torquato 
Tessarin, Pasolini's collaborator who - after having discredited her in 
1975 - had publicly apologized to her in the columns of « Corriere 
della Sera". 


I don't know who this former production manager and actor and director is who 
apologized to me in the «Corriere». I haven't the slightest idea who he is. Of those 
who made up the little world around Pasolini I only remember the name of someone 
they called "Crazy Horse". I don't know if «Crazy Horse», who uttered unrepeatable 
bestiality, shameful insults towards me, is this production manager. After all, 
everyone competed to see who was better at insulting in the most obscene, crudest 
way. It was a rare, rare proof of incivility in a country that knows incivility well. But 
the point is not what the crazy horses said. The point is the way in which the police 
and then the judiciary behaved. 


But if the attacks from fellow journalists and various personalities 
left her indifferent, a completely different story must be said about 
those that the judiciary addressed to her during the first and second 
degree of judgment in the trial for the Pasolini crime. 


I know what it means to be unjustly convicted: it's one of the most repulsive things 
there is. [...] After that double experience, I was no longer surprised by the injustice 


of justice: I was baptized following Pasolini's death. 


In Fallaci's words, the memory of the people she dealt with in those 
circumstances takes on grotesque contours. 


If you ask me what the image I have of the magistrate is, it is not that of the 
gentleman with the white beard, glasses and black robe I assist with dignity in court. 
It is that of the magistrate who first questioned me after the articles in the "Europeo", 
who summoned me to the prosecutor's office and I went like a good citizen - I have 
the naivety of good citizens - I didn't think of bringing a lawyer with me, I went, I 
said, let's hear, perhaps he is interested in what we at the "European" have written. 
And I found this bearded, very rude man, who put on a lot of airs, sitting behind the 


dingy desk in a dingy little room, who treated me like a criminal, rude, aggressive. 


Even when he evokes a female chancellor, the resulting image is 
certainly not gratifying. 


A very vulgar bad girl, with this long hair all disheveled and with a t-shirt, instead of 
the toga - as I thought a chancellor should have - a sleeveless t-shirt, a T-shirt, with a 
large Mickey Mouse drawn on the front. Seeing this Mickey Mouse sitting on a bench, 


judging a citizen like he was in the pillory, horrified me. 


But beyond these colorful descriptions, the legal case that involved 
her left a profound mark on Oriana's memory, whose perception of 
Italian justice was radically distorted. 


My low opinion of the so-called judicial system did not begin when the magistrates 
started playing politics, that is, applying the interests of their parties, their political 
ideology, to the Penal Code. It began precisely because of the experience I had after 
Pasolini's death. [...] I will never, never, never reveal the name of the person or 
people from whom I learned that it was not Pelosi who killed Pasolini alone. I am a 
person of honor. I swore not to mention their name and I never will, I will die with 
my secret and that's it. [The police] started persecuting me. He sent me, especially to 
the L'Europeo office in via Boncompagni, near via Veneto, some strange individuals 
who, it was clear, had the task of deceiving me, of setting traps for me to make me 
say that I had lied and written things that were not true. [...] This matter interests me 
only to the extent that it has paved the way for my disesteem for journalism, the 
police, the law. Above all of the law, the judicial system and those who administer it. 
[...] I was careful not to continue dwelling on their moral and mental miseries. But it 
is a question that I now ask you: why did it bother him so much that the "European" 
had told this truth? Why did they reject it? Why did they just take it out on Fallaci to 
refuse it? These are unanswered questions, for me they are like the dogma of the 
virginity of the Madonna. [...] Already at that time and for a long time now I was the 


child in that Grimm fairy tale, the child who says: «The king is naked». 


The incredible distortions that tainted the investigations into the 
crime and the trials that followed broke something inside Oriana. 
They put a strain on her already wavering trust in the Italian 
system, but they strengthened her personal sense of justice which 
remained, until the end of her days, the compass of her writing and 


of her existence. Perhaps because, more than any other writer 
friend, Pasolini had always been aware of the inseparable 
relationship that linked Oriana's experiences to the stories she chose 
to tell in her books. And it is no coincidence that it was he who told 
her: «Panagulis writes her poems with her body and you write the 
novel with your life». 
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